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CHAPTER I. INTRODUCTORY.

In the calendar of life, while recalling memories of certain impressions and events, we are

at liberty to carve out our own complete space of twelvemonths without being bound to

the rigid tables of the almanac; and, availing myself of this privilege, I mark exactly one

year, dating back from my now taking up my pen for recording my experiences during that

period.

It was the 10th of June, 1886, when, with many others, I sailed from Liverpool in the S.S.

Parisian (Captain J. Wylie), of the Allan Line, bound for Quebec, with the intention of

taking a long course, to and fro, in the States, beginning with a visit to the Dominion; and

though, when we sailed out of port to the distant West, I was very far from making my first

voyage at sea, yet I must confess to have felt a striking sense of novelty and strangeness

in the idea that I was at last going to realize great North America and the great States,

across the great North Atlantic.

“You ought to have visited the States long ago,” 6 B 2 I have had said to me; but I

nevertheless feel that I was not a day too late, and, moreover, that in a very short space of

time, unless I can go there again, I shall believe that I have been too soon. Every hour, as

it seems, makes a step towards surprising developments in this still young, though vastly

grown country.

I had at first thought of a journey round the world, continuing from San Francisco in our

west through our colonies to our east, but I soon found that I had plenty to compass by

remaining on the great continent where I found myself; and, moreover, I felt there would

be a strange mixture of confused impressions, incongruously mingled in the mind, had I

combined the old peoples and majesties of India and China with the newest development

of imported mankind in North America. It is true, however, that from San Francisco I

managed a passage to the Sandwich, or more properly Hawaiian Islands, where I spent

the month of September, visiting their large active, and their still larger extinct, volcanoes.
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These islands, however, with now only one week's sail from the western coast, belong

almost geographically, as indeed almost sympathetically, to the States themselves.

When the wanderer's round is completed, and he is at home again, it is not an ungrateful

occupation to open the map and trace out the whole course of his journey, while sitting at

ease and released from all the toil that his curiosity entailed on him for its satisfaction. This

I am now tempted to do.

3

First, then, I landed in Quebec; visited Montreal, Ottawa, and Toronto. Thence I crossed

Lake Ontario to Niagara Falls; and from the Falls I went on to the States, entering at

Detroit, in Michigan, and stopping at Chicago. Thence I struck upwards to the two already

flourishing and still growing rival cities of St. Paul and Minneapolis, and on my way to

Portland, Oregon, stopped at Cinnabar for a visit to the Yellow Stone Park. From Portland

I travelled northwards to Victoria, in Vancouver's Island, going over the mountain ranges

of the Canadian Pacific railway to Calgari, in British Columbia, and returning. Once again

at Portland, I took steamer for San Francisco, whence I visited the Yo Semite Valley, and

on my return sailed for the Hawaiian Islands. Once again at San Francisco I started for

Salt Lake City, and continued through the gorges of the Rio Grande and Delver railway,

stopping at Manitou to see Colorado Springs and to make the ascent of Pike's Peak in the

Rockies. Hence I made the best of my way by the Burlington Route to Chicago, towards

the New England States, a visit which I had purposely delayed till now, in order that I might

realize the surpassing beauties of their autumn tints. Having seen the two cities Albany

and Boston, I came down the beautiful Hudson to New York, and, after a due sojourn in

that city, continued southwards to Philadelphia and Washington, passing through Florida,

after visiting on my way the Mammoth Caves of Kentucky. Eventually, I left the States at

4 Tacoma for Cuba, returning by the Bahamas to New York; and sailing thence by the

Cunard boat Servia (Captain McKay) for Liverpool, arrived there on a downright raw day

on the 3rd of April, 1887, having been absent just ten months.
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Not so very long ago travel like this would have astonished, and its particulars have been

studied with avidity; and though it is not quite common-place even now, yet the world

is growing every day so much smaller and so much more familiar to all, even to those

who stay at home (the number of those who move about constantly increasing), that the

appetite of curiosity has been already fed by many caterers, and it may be asked where

are we to look for sufficient novelty to engage attention, even in coursing over the globe?

In some sort, Heligoland and Galápagos Island might excite more interest than New York

itself, whither men of business, day after day, cross the Atlantic almost as familiarly as

they cross the Channel to France. In proportion, however, as it has become more easy to

see the world, the world has had more to show—a result of people having made their way,

and opened the way, to formerly untrodden scenes, and established life in all its varied

activity where mere curiosity had blankly gazed before.

Still, it is not only novelty that can please, for though “the first time” has always a charm

peculiarly its own, either in seeing or hearing, so also is there great satisfaction in a revisit,

or in reading 5 an account by another's pen of scenes where we have already wandered.

Return you whence you may, it is a fact that you are sure to be met by many questions; so

that it would seem the traveller's tongue or pen should be always welcome or unwelcome

by his own fault only.

I am quite sure I could not say how many times the question has been put to me,

“And what do you think of the States?” How could one answer this very usual form of

examination? If your travel has afforded no materials beyond those which would supply

a corresponding offhand answer, you would indeed have very little to think, or even

to talk, about. And so many things there are to think and talk about after a visit to the

New World—still the New World, even to its own self, notwithstanding all its astonishing

achievements—that it is difficult to know where and under what title to begin relating

one's experiences and impressions. Certainly I shall not attempt to be too profound—

a very safely taken resolution, perhaps. But it is, nevertheless, necessary to establish
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this condition, for no one knows what some people may expect as the fruits of a few

months' sojourn. I was, in truth, nearly knocked down by one question, the form of which

I remember with some exactness, “Now that you have been there, what would you say

was your opinion of the effects of republican institutions upon the morals, intellect, and

genius of a young and aspiring nation?” When I had recovered, I replied simply (in more

senses than 6 one, my interrogator may possibly have thought), “My good sir, whatever

the subject I may chance to touch upon, I shall paint it only as a sketch.”

And now for my title. It is easy to single out a text and preach up to it; it is not always so

easy to give a title to a book. Sterne says somewhere, in his usual flippant style, that if you

chose your subject well, and treat it well, “Phrygia and Pamphylia” would be just as good

a text as any other. Scarcely daring to be able to satisfy the above two conditions, I have

resolved to register a very abiding impression that remains with me on my return, and

therefore entitle my book “A Fight with Distances.” On mentioning this to some Americans,

they were much amused, and one of them, taking up the thought, suggested, “Distances

and Dust.”

CHAPTER II. LIVERPOOL TO QUEBEC.

We sailed from Liverpool on Thursday, the 10th of June, 1886, touching at Moville, Lough

Foyle, for the mail, from Holyhead to Dublin, of the previous night. There was nothing to

remark upon as to weather, save, indeed, that the wind, which on land had been long and

steadfastly blowing from the east, imparting to our “gentle spring” that peculiar “ethereal

mildness” which is now that delightful season's usual blessing, suddenly veered round at

sea to the west, and continued to blow steadfastly and coldly from that direction during

the whole passage, now and then making the vessel pitch and the screw race. She went

along, however, well, and very steadily, this last feature being attributed (as I understood)

to her double flange at or near the keel.
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When fairly out at sea we were formally placed at table, and I at once realized, the fact

that we can scarcely be anywhere without finding or being found out, for, by mistaking one

end of the table for the other, I went to claim my seat at the wrong side, and 8 by doing so

stumbled upon a passenger whom I had never met before, but whose grandmother proved

to be my godmother! This was Colonel Ravenhill, of the Artillery, who, with Colonel Philips

of the 4th Hussars, was going out to Canada, commissioned by our Government to buy

horses, accompanied by Veterinary Surgeon (First-Class) Mathews of the Blues. Colonel

Philips was sitting opposite to my real place, and in his case also we soon discovered that

we had common acquaintances.

It was a lady's seat I was about to claim wrongfully, and she turned out to be a Mrs. Bird,

who was employing her life in educating English children, and bringing them out in groups

from time to time for gaining their livelihood in Canada. She had some of them on board

at that moment, and the distinguishing feature of her system, she informed me, is that

she does not, like others, find them and propose to them to come out, but educates them

in England first, with the express purpose of emigration. She has what she calls “Shelter

Homes” in Liverpool, and a “Distribution Home” in Canada, “very near Montreal.” “How far

off?” I asked. “Could I visit it?” “Only some seventy-five miles.” Thus it is that they measure

“very near” in vast Canada. She registers all their names, and all their movements from

place to place and occupation to occupation, until they are twenty-one or are married; and

there appears to be a constant inquiry for her “shipments” at the farmhouses and on the

farms. Surely this seems, on 9 more accounts than one, an excellent undertaking, and

the individuals who thus devote themselves should be esteemed philanthropists—not

sentimental merely, but practical. Of course, it may be suspected that they have perhaps

thrown aside and are neglecting more immediate and less ambitious duties for these

“higher calls,” as they are termed. “Higher call” are now and then allowed to put lower ones

aside that ought to be the first attended to. It is very difficult to resist the proneness of our

dispositions, and equally so to confess to ourselves that, even in our higher aspirations,

we are, after all, only feeding a natural propensity. As regards Mrs. Bird's system, it has
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this great advantage over some others of the like class: she knows everything about the

children she brings out. They are virtually her own when they come, and look on her as in

some sort a mother; and a motherly sort of person she appeared to be.

And how can I omit to mention one other passenger, who from time to time kept company

with us even to Niagara? always cheerful, always looking out to do some good act in his

own sphere, and with an eye of resistance and command which now and then stood us in

good stead on shore—I mean the Rev. E. A. Pitcairn Campbell, of Vicars' Cross, Chester.

Long may he live! and may we meet again!

In the course of the voyage, conversations struck up with various people, either of first

or second class. One of the latter I remember as a very intelligent 10 individual, who,

according to a rather vulgar phrase, “gassed” about everything colonial in the well-known

style. It conferred no benefit on the river St. Lawrence that he did so, for I was led to

expect a great deal more than I found. The scenery on both sides was to surpass anything

anybody ever heard or thought of, and people who had seen all the rivers in Europe had

told him they were a mere nothing. What I really found the St. Lawrence to be, to my

own quiet capacities of judging at all events, I will presently say, but one little item of our

conversation I cannot pass over. It was not only his river he was so proud of.

“What part of our country do you belong to?” he asked.

“To no part,” I replied. “I come from England.”

“Dear me!” said he; “I should never have supposed that.”

“Why not?”

“Because of your mode of talking.”
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Here I felt somewhat humbled, but ventured a dangerous question, and asked, “Don't I

speak correctly, then?”

I felt reinstated at once.

“Oh yes! that's it. You talk so well;” but then he added, “ you talk like us. ”

I was almost going to say that I felt as if I had been knocked down, and then picked up,

and then knocked down again. My friend had no particular twang in his enunciation,

but certainly showed no 11 signs of superior education, and I was tempted to ask him

what were the defects of English talkers. He thought that they did not know much of their

own language; and his answer on one point was a rather curious one, and afterwards

became particularly so to ne, because I heard it so often repeated in different parts of the

States—“All the English that come over here leave out their h 's.” It is a seemingly bold

accusation.

In the course of our passage we were subjected to sea-fogs, and in those latitudes in

June it is well known what these mysterious visitors serve to shroud. Accordingly we came

into the neighbourhood of icebergs—objects totally new and marvelously interesting to

me—those strange, huge, ghostly masses of fresh-water ice that break away in gigantic

volume from the far-away solitudes of the glaciers and ice-sheets that cover Greenland

and Spitzbergen, and other polar lands, and sail out southward to sea, to be gradually

melted by warmer airs and oceans.

Fortunately these intruders on our course were few, and could be realized and enjoyed

without the threat of danger. This is always great when icebergs are near and numerous;

for the vast proportion of their ice below water compared with that above—being given as

eight, and indeed nine, to one—and the extremely irregular shape of them, as well as their

continual change of equilibrium from the rapid 12 melting under water, serve to make the
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apparent distance of their hidden bulk deceptive, and to render them liable to heel over

suddenly and crush.

It was on the early morning of Wednesday, the 16th of June, that the foggy wind blew very

cold, and that the proximity of some of these masses was conjectured. Accordingly, about

noon, when all was again bright and clear, a low distant form was visible to our south, off

our port bow, and by-and-by a very much larger one hove in sight in the same bearing.

To this latter one I owe my appreciation of what an iceberg really is. It was some six miles

distant, and was pronounced by the captain to be a large one. The distance was not so

great as to detract materially from its volume; on the contrary, it was just great enough

to bring it into good focus, and permit the indulgence of imagination, in conjuring out its

mysterious form. It was a beautiful object, particularly when viewed through a binocular,

and must have been of great height. It was glittering and sparkling in full sunshine, and

I now first realized that peculiar glitter in sunshine of ice and snow, pure and simple

standing out high on water in brilliant air, against a spotless blue background of sky, and

presenting half-transparencies. This iceberg's varying shapes as we approached, came

abreast of it, and then left it to its melting fate behind us, were marvellous. At first it looked

like a vast, jagged, towering rock, crowned with a feudal castle, where a large white flag

was flying. How strange to be able to imagine thus of 13 life where all was mere frozen

solitude! Then as we breasted it, still distant, the hinder part of the rock discovered itself,

deeply honeycombed to the eye from base to summit; a long, rough flat extended hence,

and eventually ended in a smaller rock at he stern. And over this vast flat we now saw the

breakers wildly dashing from the other side, throwing it immense clouds of spray, and of

course rapidly destroying the huge invader. From such breakers, it seems, the presence

of an iceberg is most readily discovered in dark hours or misty weather. At last, the various

features of our monster clubbed together; but even in the far distance, and to the last, it

still glittered, white with its own peculiar whiteness.

These sea-fogs from time to time brought us to a standstill, or to very slow movement, and

the dreary and portentous fog-horn sounded more than once to disturb and warn the night.
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This cost us several hours, and, moreover, we could not pass by the strait of Belle Isle

—first explored by the Allan Company—to enter the Gulf of St. Lawrence by the north of

Newfoundland, on account of the ice, but had to make a deviation to the south, entering by

Cape Breton Island, thus adding more than a hundred miles to our voyage, and bringing

up the total distance from Liverpool to Quebec to very nearly three thousand. In these

regions the fogs were very heavy, and the fog-horn very constant, and this state of affairs

is characteristic of Newfoundland. On the afternoon of Friday, the 18th, we left the island

of 14 Anticosti to our north, and in the course of the following morning were fairly in the

vast river St. Lawrence itself.

“Good morning, sir!” exclaimed a passenger with a frightful twang, with whom I had talked

before and taken for an American, though he was a Canadian, and who challenged me the

moment I came on deck—“good morning, sir!” he twanged out with great off-hand rapidity.

“Too late, too late; lost all the best of the scenery.”

“Lost it all? Where and what was it all, then?”

“About fifteen miles down stream.”

“Was it very fine?”

“Don't know at all, sir; didn't see it myself.”

This is the way so many of them talk. I am well persuaded nobody had said a word to him

on the subject.

The St. Lawrence was now fairly before me, and we were sailing up that noble breast of

water, the grand entrance to Canada, and the outlet to all the six vast lakes above, which

contain the greatest body of fresh water in the world.

And this is the splendid St. Lawrence. In what does its splendour consist? It mainly

consists in the breadth and volume of its own magnificent bosom; and not only so, but in



Library of Congress

A fight with distances; the states, the Hawaiian Islands, Canada, British Columbia, Cuba and the Bahamas. http://www.loc.gov/resource/
lhbtn.01390

the bright, clear sparkle of its continuous mighty stream—no taint, no stain; all crystal. But

this very breadth of water has an opposing effect. It serves to minimize the scenery of the

banks—features so vital to the beauties of a 15 river. The hills are not, for the most part,

particularly high, and they are some miles away from you. From the real entrance to the

river proper, which is marked as ending between Pointe des Monts and Cape Chat, up

to Quebec, the width of the stream is said to vary from ten to thirty miles, that distance

being about six hundred. And here, again, one is wonderfully impressed with the reflection

that the great steamer you are sailing on can not only reach Quebec, but steam up to

Montreal, some two hundred miles above. Virgil had not seen the St. Lawrence when he

wrote “Fluviorum Rex Eridanus.”

To say that there is comparatively nothing to see on either side of you would be to

exaggerate in an opposite direction from those who descant too largely in the usual

style of scene-describing sentences. But if any one who had beheld the Columbia and

Hudson were led to expect the same class of beauty on both sides of the St. Lawrence,

proportionate with the huge waters, he would be disappointed, and would be looking in the

wrong direction for the really grand feature of the scene.

But apart from all these considerations, and above them, are the sensations of the

beholder, “for the first time,” in finding himself, after many days of blank ocean, gazing on

all about him in a still really New World, far distant from the old familiar nest of European

countries, and occupied in all its vastness by one people under one crown. All is distant, all

is new, all is vast, and all feels free.

16

It was early on the morning of Sunday, June the 20th, that the well-known Cape Diamond,

rising 340 feet above the river, gradually rode out into the view, and formed the great

centre object in the perspective. Looking towards its towering and increasing form as

we moved along between the banks, the effect was grand. Surmounted by the citadel of

Quebec, it stood over Quebec itself, which with its upper and lower towns spread down
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to the water's edge below, and occupied with its wharfs the point that is there formed by

the confluence of the St. Charles with the St. Lawrence. Familiar history, and a well-known

painting (rather more fanciful than historical), came to the mind simultaneously with this

great object to the eye; and it seemed to me that such associations could be more readily

evoked while gazing on the whole at this distance than by wandering over the actual

ground with every evidence that all had been long since changed. Bold shores surround,

and the Isle of Orleans, which divides the stream, enhances the beauty of the scene, and

forces your vessel to take a course which best serves to display its varied and impressive

attractions.

CHAPTER III. QUEBEC TO NIAGARA.

So here we are in Canada. And on landing at Quebec, you at once realize what you have

to pay for the pleasure of gazing on a noble rock. The Colonels, the Divine, and the non-

Divine, we all clambered up through dust, and certainly not much architectural beauty,

to the St. Louis Hotel. It owns a good entrance-hall, but we all know what old-fashioned

buildings in cities like Quebec must be; the rooms are necessarily all small, and some of

them curiously shaped, but we fared very well altogether. One article we experienced in

overflowing abundance—that utterly intolerable and unclean nuisance called the house-fly.

This was inside the house, while on the outside, immediately at the entrance, was another

—the fly-men. They all want you to be always wanting a fly. You go across the street for

something and come back—twice you are tormented; so that I came to say, at last, that I

knew not which were the greatest nuisance, the fly-men or the flies.

At the landing I somehow managed to be behind C 18 my friends, and was nearly lost

with my driver there. The province of Quebec is mainly French—the numbers given are

1,200,000 against 300,000 in a population of a million and a half—but not one word, or

perhaps just one, could I understand among the many that crowded round me and my

port-manteau to engage me for the hotel. Though rather irritating, the glorious babel

was, nevertheless, grotesquely entertaining, and it was not till I came to talk at the post-
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office and other recognized centres that I was able really to understand why the people

are called French. However, there is, of course, a good deal of English, good, bad, and

indifferent, spoken all around. The nominal charge for board and lodging at the hotel was

four dollars a day, but the extras were almost as tiresome as the flies.

On the following morning the Colonels invited me to accompany them on a visit to Colonel

Turnbull, commanding the cavalry, and we afterwards lunched with Colonel Duchesne and

the officers of the Quebec garrison. The forenoon was occupied in driving over the heights,

under Colonel Turnbull's most courteous guidance, and in realizing some of the extensive

views of the river and country round. The chief characteristic of the scenery appeared

to me to be its vast extent. While on the heights—the Heights of Abraham—it was again

impossible not to recall those events of which they were the scene in 1759, when Wolfe,

after a bold and brilliant assault, took and kept possession of them against Montcalm, and

died 19 where he had conquered. And in recalling these, my own personal remembrances

reverted to my recent visit to the Amajuba Mountain, and the scenes of a far different

character that took place there, as recounted in my “Six Months in Cape Colony.”

In the afternoon we took a carriage to visit the Falls of Montmorency, which we had seen

on the distant bank on our passage up the river. The beauty of this drive has been much

exaggerated, but, if the traveller is in a pleasant humour, all that is new is for the most

part pleasing. The Falls are grand. Their dimensions are given as of fifty feet in width, and

two hundred and fifty in height. They therefore take their place among large and imposing

waterfalls; but the picture they present is not, to my mind, of the first class, because they

are, comparatively speaking, naked Falls. The rock over which they pour is flat and but

little clothed. Nevertheless, the scene may be fairly called grand, and no one possessed

by ordinary curiosity would dream of visiting Quebec without an excursion to realize them.

An immense framework of steps has been constructed opposite to them, in order that

visitors may see them almost from the level of the river; but I think we all agreed that the

best effect was obtained from the top. Within an easy walk the river above has worked out
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a rather curious passage of “steps,” and these Colonel Philips and Mr. Mathews went to

see, joining us on the road afterwards.

As regards Quebec itself, after coursing it about, 20 I cannot speak of its great beauties.

And one feature seemed to me to be offensive—the spurious glittering of tin roofs over

many of the houses, and even of some otherwise solidly put together. The effect of this

metal is even worse than that produced by corrugated iron. If you would insist on metal

roofs, they should be of copper, both for durability and beauty. Copper lasts well, and soon

takes on a most picturesque olive-green tint. A very striking effect of copper roofing may

be realized in a view of Moscow, something very different indeed from that produced by

the tin roofing of Quebec. Though I heard nothing but curious English and curious French

among the general frequenters of the streets, yet there was something among many of

them that reminded one, in their look and gait (though not particularly in their brogue), of

Tipperary men.

Having resolved on finding my way gradually to Victoria, in Vancouver's Island, I applied,

before leaving Quebec, to the great land navigator, Cook (who follows at some faint

distance, as he will allow, our Captain Cook, the greatest navigator the globe ever

produced for itself), for information and assistance in the matter, and obtained all I required

with the usual exactness; and, armed with the necessary book of railway passports, I

started, with the two colonels and Mr. Mathews, at five o'clock, on the afternoon of the

22nd of June, by water for Montreal. We spent the time very comfortably on board the

paddle steamer Quebec , of the usual capacious American 21 can construction, and

covered over a hundred and sixty miles by an early hour on the following morning.

The first view of this great city from the river struck me as being flat and smoky, and

particularly so as coming immediately after Quebec. But this deficiency in aspect proves its

superiority as a living and still growing city, the first sign of which is seen in its magnificent

stone quays and its lines of warehouses. The immense quantity of wood, planked and

stacked for sale, may be a common feature to a good many persons, but it was most
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surprising to me. We landed and found our way to the great Windsor Hotel, an enormous

house, and here we found evidence of the Parisian having safely arrived before us by the

presence of Captain Wylie, looking very bright and jolly, and very glad to see us.

At this hotel I first realized the general features of the great hotels of the States, of which I

shall have to speak by-and-by, so that I will not enter into particulars on the subject here.

And if I were to begin to show how Montreal is a fine large city with fine large buildings,

and with a very great number of churches, I might be met with the remark, “Of course

it is.” But among the buildings most spoken of, I must confess that the yet incomplete

Cathedral of St. Peter presented to me nothing that could recall what it is declared to

intend to represent on a somewhat smaller scale—the great Basilica at Rome.

If you would desire a fine and impressive view 22 of the city, you must ascend Mont Real

(or Mount Royal) behind, and survey the impressive scene, reflecting on all the wealth

and commerce that is in active and constant movement among the thousands below,

belonging to the largest and most important city of the Dominion. The well-wooded sides

of the mountain itself, rising 700 feet above the river, are beautiful. Nor is it possible to

overlook in the varied and extensive prospect the vast Victoria Bridge, striding across the

river and connecting the city and Lower Canada with the New England States and New

York—a connection which formerly was carried on by Lake Champlain and the Hudson.

The name of the city as at present written shows a curtailment as well as a corruption of its

original one, the full name having been La Ville Marie de Mont Real. But the pronunciation

of the name emphasizes the corruption, for the last syllable must be broadened out (as we

all know) to “all”—Montreall!

The city itself was of course duly traversed, and our engagements were varied by a visit

to the Kennels of the Montreal Hunt Club, whither the M.F.H., Mr. Hugh Paton, drove us

gaily out in his four-in-hand, Colonel Philips driving us back. I don't think any of us were

quite prepared to find things showing so sportsmanlike an appearance as we witnessed,
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all of which it was very cheering suddenly to come upon so far away from those scenes

with which hunting is so intimately associated.

Among the inhabitants, French and English, there 23 are naturally many Irish, and I could

not but be amused at a curious scene I encountered at a tailor's. I went there—it was a

leading shop—to have a safety button-hole for my watch-chain cut in my waistcoat, and

for some small matter besides. This involved waiting for a short time, and a little innocent

conversation set in. Presently, however, one of the assistants very politely asked me if I

had seen the morning's paper, and handed it to me. The very first heading that happened

to catch my eye was “Home Rule” in large letters. “So,” said I, without thought, and laying

the paper down, “do you discuss ‘Home Rule’ here?”

Instantly the tall, strong young Irishman who was helping me to adjust the alterations that

had been made for me, and was speaking in the blandest style of the obliged tradesman,

assumed that of the independent politician, and burst forth with a loud patriotic voice and

gesture, “ Yes, sir, and mean to do so! ” Then, obsequiously again, as tradesman, “A little

higher, if you please, sir; thank you, sir.” Then loud as a patriot, “ And Ireland will have it,

sir. ” Then obsequiously, “Oh, we should not think of charging you anything for that, sir!”

Then furiously, “ Mr. Gladstone has repented, sir, and is a great man, sir. ”

I could not but be vastly amused, but I in my turn repented also in having unwittingly

(to use an elegant phrase) “put the fat in the fire.” I could not but say something in turn,

but, the tailoring being 24 over, and there being, therefore, no chance of any more lucid

intervals, I diplomatized a swift “Good morning,” with thanks, and came away with the

memory of a tradesman's smile and a Home Ruler's frown, but I fear the frown was last.

We were all bound for Ottawa and Toronto on finally leaving Montreal, after which

(save a chance at being together at Niagara) I should have to take my western track

alone. But before bidding final adieu to the “City of Churches,” we were to make a return

excursion higher up the river, going about one hundred and seventy-two miles by railway



Library of Congress

A fight with distances; the states, the Hawaiian Islands, Canada, British Columbia, Cuba and the Bahamas. http://www.loc.gov/resource/
lhbtn.01390

to Kingston, at the foot of Lake Ontario, for the purpose of taking boat thence down stream

again to Montreal, and passing through what is called the Archipelago of the Thousand

Islands, immediately below Kingston, and the well-known Lachine Rapids immediately

above Montreal, which latter may be readily visited by joining the boat at Lachine, should

the distance to Kingston for the whole excursion be inconvenient.

My land navigator's book of tickets was a little thrown out of its reading by these

arrangements as far as Toronto; but it should be known that in such case all unused

tickets are allowed for at the New York head office, at a fair percentage of reduction, and I

will say here at once, that on my whole volume I was readily reimbursed in Broadway, in a

sum of very nearly £5.

We were, to go by the Grand Trunk Railway to Kingston, and accordingly, at 8.30 on the

morning of 25 the 26th of June, “rendered ourselves”—why not that French phrase, among

others we are now so ridiculously translating into false English?—to the station of that well-

known but not so well-favoured line, to get our tickets. I have no pleasant associations

with this proceeding, for first I found the station about the darkest and the dirtiest I ever

entered; then there was permitted an indiscriminate rush into the cars, and when we

had squeezed, or rather been squeezed, into what we were erroneously told was ours,

we were all turned out again. And there came upon me the vulgar discovery that, in the

squeeze, some one among the heterogeneous had squeezed out my pocket-book from a

side pocket.

“Impossible!” said my friends. “Of course!” said an American or two. “How could they

pick the inside coat-pocket?” said my friends. “That is just What they do pick,” said the

Americans. My chief loss, however, was not money, for that I always carry in an inside

waistcoat-pocket; but I lost private memoranda enough to make me angry enough to

record the incident. And all joking and all spleen apart, I cannot but say that we all thought

the then condition of that station little less than vile. There was another “of course” in



Library of Congress

A fight with distances; the states, the Hawaiian Islands, Canada, British Columbia, Cuba and the Bahamas. http://www.loc.gov/resource/
lhbtn.01390

the matter—new arrangements and improvements were about to be made. It is a public

question.

We started at nine o'clock. Our course lay through a fertile but uninteresting country,

wholly naked of the copses and hedgerows that sweeten 26 our English scenery. This total

absence of hedgerows throughout what I saw of Canada and the States is a remarkable

feature. I do not, however, mean mere want of fencing, which is familiar to us all in France

and Germany, but open, rough, loose, ragged timber fencing instead, put up as if in a

hurry and with scant hands, and yet all holding well together. It illustrates, in some sort,

free and exploring man taking new possession of regions destined to be subdued and

fairly populated, but only in a yet far-distant future, and gives a certain curious look of

liberty to the landscape. From time to time we passed spreads of growing crops, with

large stumps of trees yet remaining all over the surface, which at first created certain

remonstrative observations from Colonel Ravenhill, but which, as it happened, were far

from, new, and far from being matter for blame, to myself, who had seen the fight with the

forests of new coffee and maize planters in Brazil. The wide extent of this aspect gradually

revealed to my friend the fact that to refuse to cultivate till these stumps were torn out

would be to refuse for ever. True it is that a machine has been invented for forcibly tearing

out the monsters, and here and there we saw one at work, the fencings being composed

of the vanquished roots, subsidized for that purpose; while everywhere else the rudely

fashioned bones of the trees themselves had served for constructing the large, loose,

zigzag divisions that now adorn the landscape with an appearance so uncomfortable to the

RAFT ON THE ST. LAWRENCE.

27 pampered eye of dwellers in small and over-populated countries.

We reached Kingston at four o'clock in the afternoon, and found our way to the “British-

American Hotel,” where a quaint landlord seemed to combine the humour belonging to

both those adjectives, with plenty of the cheerful independence of the latter. We were

fairly fed and lodged, however, so far as time would permit, for at four o'clock in the
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morning we were called to be on board the steamer by five. This agony was encountered

and overcome, and down the river to a fine newly risen sun on this Sunday morning we

steamed for our day's course to Montreal. We were soon in the midst of the Archipelago,

and found the islands all more or less very pretty, with now and then an attempt among

them to show us something approaching to a rocky shore. But the fact of being on the

level of the water among them confines the vision. You cannot at all realize the vast

grouping, and island after island appear merely as the mainland shores of some narrow

you are coursing down. The only mode of realizing the doubtless remarkable features of

the scene in their full effect that I can suggest, would be to mount in a captive balloon and

obtain a not too lofty bird's-eye view of the whole display. Who does not know the exquisite

view of this class, looking on the enchanting Lakes of Killarney, where they first break

upon the sight on the road from Kenmare? There they lie far below you, with bosses of

islands on their waters, thickly 28 wooded with soft wild arbutus and graceful birch. Some

of the smaller islands, with their green carpet and graceful timber, might be called, in the

phrase of delighted travellers, sweetly pretty, and are farther adorned with graceful villas,

an entire island of itself being now and then rented by the dweller. Many spots of the main

banks of the St. Lawrence are also pleasing in this respect, and it was curious to reflect

that we were looking on the margins of the United States on the right bank of the stream.

After passing through these 1000 islands, the next subject of excitement and attraction

is the shooting of the various Rapids. Of these the chief are only about nine miles above

Montreal, near the village of Lachine, which gives its name to them; and this name, La

Chine, is said to have been given by the first settlers, who thought, when they came to

this spot, they were on the road to China! Whether this tradition is connected with that

relating to Columbus, who mistook the east coasts of America for those of Asia, I know

not; it is between Lachine and Montreal, however, that the chief rapids are passed, where

the Lachine canal, of eight miles' length, and with five locks, has been cut for purposes of

navigation.
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Before coming to these, there are, I may say, several. But the really important ones are

those called the Long Sault Rapids. They are nine miles in length, and are flanked by the

Cornwall Canal, eleven miles long, with seven locks. When, however, 29 their force and

rapidity are estimated as capable of carrying a raft through in forty minutes, no very fearful

velocity is presented, and it is not very difficult to believe (as you are assured) that no fatal

accident has ever occurred in the passage.

As you approach these Rapids you see a vast mass of very turbulent waters before you,

and you scarcely know what sort of sensation you ought to expect on entering them. But

when our vessel did so, all of our own party agreed that we experienced no real sensation

of descending, but simply that we were in very rough water, which made the movement of

the steamer peculiarly choppy and unpleasant. When the waters are more unruly than they

are in June, it is very possible that the passage may be more impressive—it is possible

it may be exciting; but I am quite sure that upon our own occasion disappointment at

not feeling alarmed was the real sensation. For myself, I immediately recalled the feeble

picture of the descent of the first cataract of the Nile in a Dahabeeyeh. On board, one

looked at the other (and we were a tolerably full number) with an expression of face that

mutely said, “Is this all, after all?” and one good stout lady quietly, and wholly without

sarcasm, said to some one in ship's uniform, “Ought we to be sea-sick?” The last of the

Rapids, the Lachine, are by far the most impressive; but we found them so much more

so from the remarkable mode in which the steamer must be guided down, than from

anything that could justify the monstrous 30 language that writes of a “feverish degree of

excitement, terrible to the faint-hearted and exhilarating to the brave.”

Before reaching them we came to a standstill, and a little boat put off from the right bank

with a certain Indian on board, who, we understood, was the first who ever managed to

shoot them. That first venture must have been a daring and an able feat indeed; but the

exploit has been now so often and often repeated, that the captain of the steamer ought to

be, and no doubt is, able to steer through safely. But it is only fair to keep up appearances,
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so the Indian boards us and takes his place by the wheel on high. Our passage presented

much more of the strange than of the terrible. When we began to descend—and this

descent was plainly perceptible—we put our nose directly towards a great black centre

rock, and naturally before reaching it found ourselves quickly turned side-ways from it and

carried in a particular manner round it; then by the help of a particular rush of the water,

into which we were carefully steered, we performed a large curve, and came into the

everyday stream of the river below. What the descent is I do not know, but, at all events,

it does not represent that of the Montmorency Falls, and when it was all over, so small

had been the excitement caused (though, were I to revisit Lachine, I confess I should try

this particular descent again) that when some one on board, being one of the number of

those who delight to express their joy by row, called for 31 “three cheers for the Indian,” his

initiatory holiday howl found itself unsupported, and ignominiously subsided.

Thus we steamed along, leaving all terrors behind, and came in close sight of that gigantic

structure, the Victoria Bridge, under whose iron tubes we passed, sixty feet above us, and

covering, with the huge abutments and twenty-four piers, a length of more than a mile and

a half. Then came the city of Montreal, where we landed in the evening, and settled in the

Windsor Hotel again.

The Colonels' duties commanded their departure for Ottawa on the Monday night. I was

able to wait for the more convenient nine-o'clock morning train of Tuesday, the 29th,

for the hundred and twenty miles thither. From Montreal to Toronto I travelled by the

Canadian Pacific Railway, and was particularly struck by the far superior arrangements of

this company compared with those of the Grand Trunk line, especially with the difference

between the two stations at Montreal. The journey of the hundred and twenty miles was

quite eventless, except that I fell into conversation with a passenger, who struck a small

chord already strung in my mind, but not yet drawn up to tone—a thought to visit Florida.

He was young, and enthusiastic about orange-groves, and was destined for that sandy
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delta with hopes as certainties; and not then knowing enough of Florida to be able to damp

his ardour, his own was the better qualified for exciting mine.

32

As, when I realized Montreal, I wondered why that city had not been chosen as the seat

of government, so, when I realized Ottawa, I wondered how and why it had been. High in

the air, in the distance, I first caught sight of the elaborate and pretentious Government

Buildings,: and presently came to compare with their somewhat garish style and highly

finished precincts the strangely opposite aspect of the city below and around them. Ottawa

is vulgarly called “Slab Town,” and, disavowing for my own part the slightest possible

of sneers which the name might be thought to convey, I cannot pretend to wonder at its

application. Was there ever such an overwhelming labyrinth of heaps and stacks of lumber

—that is, timber sawn for use—to be found anywhere else? And if you wish to view a

scene of sawing industries that produce all this profusion, go to the Chaudiére, or Caldron

Falls, and behold and hear the army of saws that are set in motion by the impatient waters

of the Ottawa river, here narrowed by islands to a width of stone two hundred feet, and

rushing down for some forty feet over the brows of a rugged slope of rock. This busy,

noisy scene of saw and water is sufficiently impressive both to eye and ear, but all the

natural wild and boisterous beauty of the Rapids is completely suffocated by the practical

uses they are put to. In this point of view, the scene reminded me of Trollhättan Falls, on

the river Gotha, Sweden, the wild beauties of which are likewise entirely spoiled by the

invasion of the surrounding saw-mills.

OTTOWA

33

I was comfortably lodged at the Russell Hotel, where the large hall appeared to be much

frequented by lumber merchants, discussing business affairs, and crowding round the

entrance, where a large lettered request was printed, begging them “respectfully” not to

do so. I was of course shown over the Government Buildings and through the gardens;
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but there was little more to detain me, and therefore, on Wednesday, the 30th of June, I

left the city for Toronto, and, driving to the Queen's Hotel, refound my two “commanding

officers” busied in their important commission. The next day, July 1st, was Dominion Day.

All the world was lively; races and other public entertainments animated the day, and the

bright variety of girls' and mothers' hats (aunts' and grandmothers' too) outshone, as poets

would say, the rays of Phœebus, though, as prosers would say, without his rays they

would not have shone at all.

Toronto already boasts a population of some 120,000, and is an active and fast-advancing

city of extensive commerce. Mr. W. J. McMaster, to whom I had a letter of introduction,

took me to see the Secretary of the Board of Trade of the province of Ontario, which title

is given to the Commercial Assembly; and he informed me that in a total number of 1960

members, Toronto is represented by 900. If I mention that I lunched at the club with Mr.

McMaster, it will be to make a note of a most excellent fish called the “Muscalonge,” a

name which all who know Toronto will doubtless recognize. D 34 While there I found the

breezes from Lake Ontario exceedingly refreshing in the heat of the day; and it is obvious

that this body of fine water must be a great boon to the city in the summer. The province

of Toronto is the most populous and wealthy of all the Dominion, and looking back again

at Ottawa, the question once more arises, If not Quebec, nor Montreal, why not Toronto

for the seat of the Dominion government? But of course there were reasons invisible to

overrule the visible, because a more geographical centre is no sure guide as a practical

one.

On Friday, the 2nd of July, my last day at Toronto, two bright eyes, attended with a bright

voice, suddenly reappeared before us. They belonged to our Divine, whose re-appearance

gladdened the scene. And more; some little difficulty arising at the dinner-table, the eye

blazed, the voice sounded, and the waiters flew to obey.

I was now to leave Toronto for my visit to Niagara, there to realize the world-famed

Falls of the river St. Lawrence, whose stream I had traced up thus far from its end in
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ocean. Accordingly, at two o'clock in the afternoon of Saturday, the 3rd of July, I took the

usual steamboat across the bright water lake to the “Niagara station,” on the Michigan

Central Railway. My destination was the Clifton House Hotel, on the Canadian side of the

river, where I should have arrived a full hour earlier than I did, but for that period's delay

employed in the well-known game of “kicking one's heels” at the station.

35

I was alone, having left my friends behind at Toronto, so that, while thus waiting, I set

my mind on fancying what I was to see; whether I should be surprised, satisfied, or

disappointed. At all events, I had made up my mind thoroughly to realize the gigantic

phenomenon of the Falls as much as possible according to my own impressions, without

being warped by the gigantic quantity that has been written about them. This was,

perhaps, a little difficult. Sense and nonsense, obvious on the mere reading, have found

their way into print, and some writers have but too evidently set themselves to work to

see how much they could say, what cataract of words, in short, they would pour forth,

rather seeking to outvie one another in this not very facile contest, than to analyze and

honestly describe their own impressions. Exaggeration in the description of scenery

or in the feelings excited on the spot give no proof of superior powers of appreciation

while viewing Nature's pictures, either pleasing or sublime. As regards Niagara, it has

sometimes seemed to me that writers have made use of the Falls merely to advertise their

pens. Far be it from me, however, to manifest the very slightest sympathy with those who

affect, or (what is worse) really feel, indifference to Nature's wonders. Such indifference

constitutes a positive mental defect. But each visitor to Niagara must speak for himself.

Dickens wrote, among other high-flown phrases, that “he felt near his Creator:” why or

wherefore I do not understand. Mr. Froude, in his “Oceana,” 36 who gives many more

than one evidence of feeling quite tired and wishing to get home when once homeward

bound, can be quoted on the subject only in a negative sense, for he writes, “I did not even

turn aside, though it would have cost but three or four hours to see Niagara.” This may be

pardoned perhaps; but I think it must be regretted that among his many witty anecdotes he
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should record the merest cockney nonsense of some “American host,” “Why is it wonderful

that water should fall? The wonder would be if it didn't fall.” Against this way of talking

may be quoted, even as far superior, that other American's recorded observation, who,

after gazing in silence, stupefied apparently with wonder, to the delight of his guiding

friend, suddenly stunned him more than the noise of the Falls themselves with the simple

observation, “A marvellous water privilege to possess!” But for splendour and sublimity

of exaggeration, what says the useful guide-book for which I paid fifty cents, entitled “All-

Round Route”? “Who can forget his first view of this grand and stupendous spectacle? The

roaring is so tremendous that it would seem that if all the lions that had ever lived since the

days of Daniel could join their voices in one ‘Hallelujah chorus,’ they would produce but a

whisper in comparison with the deep diapason of this most majestic of all Nature's pipes or

organs.” Is not that altogether worth the money?

While casting all these things in my mind, the 37 starting of the train for the Niagara Falls

Station cast them out of it, and with fourteen miles' run we were there. Fortunately, I

got into a carriage with a companion who already knew Niagara, Mr. Arnold Budgett, of

Cotham House, Bristol, and for the next day and a half we made companionship together

for my introduction to the mighty scene and the, excursions round it. Shortly before

reaching the station, he startled me by saying, “There is the first view of Niagara.” On

looking out, I caught sight, as we passed, of the white ridge of a broad waterfall; but this

I knew at once could not be the grand Horseshoe Fall, for the whiteness of the water

showed a want of depth and volume. It was the American Fall; and presently we were on

the omnibus that would take us to the Clifton House Hotel, on the Canadian or left side of

the river. On driving up to the front of this hotel we came into full view of the whole scene,

and this was one indeed for the hearing as well as for the sight. But I have nothing to say

about “thunder” in speaking of the sound. I do not trace the remotest analogy between the

two. There it invades your ears—a full, uniform, sustained, unintermitting, solemn, deep,

monotonous, and even slightly moaning roar; and yet, again, it is not a roar, for withal it is

mellow: it is the voice of Niagara—the solemn, deep, majestic, somewhat mournful tone
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in which the vast river's waters resign themselves to the lower level. And thus only can I

give my own description of it, though I may be reminded that we translate 38 that old Red

Indian word as “the Thunder of Waters.”

Before moving from the front of the hotel, these were the first impressions that possessed

me, while still in only comparative full view of the whole scene. Then we went on to the

beautiful Suspension Bridge, which crosses the river a few paces down stream from the

hotel, and greatly adds to the general effect. Here we stood in the middle. Hence the

picture is perfect for a first view, and for any other number you please, and indeed for a

last, independently of all other chance and chosen points of observation. Your height from

the water is given as 190 feet, and the wide, well-wooded gorge, worn out by the river

itself, up which you look to the Great Fall, runs at harmonious though varying altitude., On

your left hand, or the right hand of the river, at a distance up stream of about a furlong,

there rolls over the white American Fall, which I had caught sight of from the railway.

To this a height is given of 164 feet, with a width of rather more than 900 feet. Then comes

the long side of Goat Island, and beyond, perhaps at about double the distance of the

American Fall, or a little more altogether, there faces you, straight in front, the great centre

figure of the scene.

The height of this giant is given at not more than 158 feet, and the width as 1900; but

this measurement must follow the curve; the river immediately below is called 1000 feet

wide. Do not suppose that your object is at too great a distance. All is 39 in perfect focus,

and the noble water gorge does not intrude on either side on the width of the river. Again,

do not imagine that the great breadth must necessarily cause disappointment as to the

height, for this breadth imparts great dignity and majesty to the Fall. I have spoken of the

whiteness of the American Falls. Now here observe the difference in colour that bespeaks

the depth and volume of the water. On either side there is the same white aspect, denoting

the quick breaking up into particles; but from the middle depths there shines forth one of

the most lovely semi-transparent greens that any eye has ever rested on. In all this scene



Library of Congress

A fight with distances; the states, the Hawaiian Islands, Canada, British Columbia, Cuba and the Bahamas. http://www.loc.gov/resource/
lhbtn.01390

you may revel until your first view is satiated; and you may go away and come again, but

still the water will be as huge before you, and still the same unceasing water-voice will be

sounding. And so for centuries it has been, and so for centuries it will be.

I could not at all associate Niagara with the general group of waterfalls that I have visited

in various regions. Though belonging to the family, it stands quite alone. Nor do I find

it possible to coincide with the ideas of those who represent a waterfall as an invading

and attacking power, albeit we all know its destructive power well enough; but I mean,

for example, that I do not rank it with fire. There we have indeed an invading element,

which mounts, attacks, grows and spreads, devouring where it finds aught to devour. But

in a waterfall, however great, and even in Niagara, there has always appeared 40 to me

to be manifested a certain submission; a certain succumbing to an inevitable condition;

and therefore I have never quite appreciated the application of epithets to waterfalls that

seemed to me rather to belong to fire. I have already said that in all the sounds of Niagara

I always seemed to hear an inward moan. Thus we passed our first afternoon, and when

night came on, and we went to bed, the wind was blowing from the Fall, and brought

the sound-wave against our doors and windows, which kept up an intermittent tremour,

at about the intervals of the ticking of a church clock, under the mellow booming of the

waters.

I was in good luck, or bad, as regards celebration days. Dominion Day had taken place

in Canada, and when we woke the next morning, Sunday, the 4th of July, we were soon

reminded that it was Independence Day in the States. Niagara, like North Cape in Norway,

where I had some time since the satisfaction of landing with the captain only, should

be visited in silence. But this interruption was to be easily forgiven, as I had two days

more to spare, expecting the Colonels and the Divine. So that I was well content to have

witnessed Dominion Day in the Dominion, and Independence Day in the Republic. The

opposite shore, on the American side of the river, was crowded with all the gaiety that
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hats, dresses, and merry faces and dispositions could display; and in the variety of design

and colouring I think the States outshone Canada.

41

Before going on to Goat Island, and over all the various points above the Falls which

American ingenuity has already succeeded in opening to the curious, we walked down the

bank and got on board The Maid of the Mist small steamer, which fights its way up stream

several times a day to the nearest possible point of approach, towards the Horseshoe

Fall. The chief enjoyments of the crowd of which we formed two items seemed to lie in the

putting on of the oilskin coats and caps, and, with that comparatively but not positively safe

armour, courting the splashing of the mists, driven high and wide by the wind created on

all sides by all the Falls. This excursion is, of course, one of the “things to be done,” but it

is little more than a childish amusement. The huge spray as you pass under the American

Falls, cardinal and supplemental, on your left, permit you to behold them coming down

from above into all the mysterious confusion that they cause below; but, as regards the

Great Fall, all we could make out was how intensely blinding can be a great mist and a

great wetting.

The real interest of our day consisted in our visit above. We afterwards crossed by the

ferry, and went up the inclined plain by steam, and thus to Goat Island. Here there is

abundance of charming woodland scenery, and on this occasion all was enlivened by the

Independence holiday-makers. Here you can indulge in all varieties of views of the two

Falls, and going to what is called The Ledge, you can stand 42 at the very corner of the

cataract as it pours over. Bridges, shorter or longer, are laid between points of rock here

and there, and all the rushing of the Rapids that takes place before the great catastrophe

occurs may be truly realized. Detail would only confuse, and not only so, but it would

detract from what should be kept in view in these great scenes of power—the General

Effect. Go and see and survey and contemplate it all, and fail not to note one particular

feature which forcibly struck us both—the sharp, shrill, angry, impatient cries of these

rushing upper waters, contrasted with the solemn, patient, and majestic tone in which the
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mighty mass of river resigns itself to its tremendous fate below. They occupy a length of

three-quarters of a mile, with a descent of fifty-two feet. After their fall the waters seem to

be themselves stunned and confounded, and the current below cannot compare with that

above.

When we had hsatiated ourselves with our wanderings and wonderings, we made a long

walk back by the Suspension Bridge, resolved that next morning we would visit the Cave

of the Winds, under the American Fall. No one now spoke of going under the Great Fall

—that marvellous journey seems to have become impossible. On the Suspension Bridge

we loitered for some time, and again appreciated the whole scene, with the bright green

colours on the centre object, not uniform, but broken, and graduated; and intensified in the

very centre.

The cliffs on both sides of the river are well 43 wooded, and the whole picture is well

framed. I know not who can have so utterly misled Mr. Froude as to induce him to talk

about “rocks painted in gigantic letters, with advertisements of last quack medicine, or

the latest literary prodigy.” There is nothing whatever of the kind, and, what is more, the

Americans have on their side done more to sanctify the scene than Canada has yet been

able to do, though the Canadian Government have sectired their right (subject to existing

interests) to remove every building, when the proper time comes, that, even to a small

extent, may be thought to mar the scene. If exaggeration of appreciation is absurd, may

not exaggeration of indifference be equally or even more so? It is recorded, among the

anecdotes of Carlyle, that he lay in wait (probably from indigestion) at a dinner-table,

while some one was describing a very large meteor that had astonished all vulgar minds,

and which he had seen, and then came forth the unsocial sneer, “all about something

composed of merely this, that, and the other gases and metals.” The answer to this should

have been, “And of what, sir, is your own mighty self composed?”

In the afternoon I drove down some two miles to the “whirlpool.” The might of noisy waters

here is, of course, astonishing; but I found there also a noisy photographer, at the bottom
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of the “elevator” by which you reach the level of the river, so that my attention was divided

by his importunities. Nor was he very diplomatic in his appeals to me to sit for a 44 portrait,

for the only inducement that he kept pressing on me was “the beautiful background!”

Joking apart, however, I can scarcely say more than that the scene is worth visiting;

though one feature in the hurly burly of the waters is most peculiar. Their centre is driven

up higher than their sides. On being “elevated,” I found myself in company with two stout,

buffalo-looking men, who, indeed, declared themselves to be from Buffalo. Only a very few

observations had passed between us, and they walked on at the top. I was delayed for

about five minutes by the driver before starting, and, on overtaking them in the carriage,

one cried out, with easy familiarity and apparently in all good fellowship, “Good-bye, old

man! Taking it easy!”

And here are the Colonels and the Divine at the hotel, and here we are all again at dinner

—Colonel Philips still objecting to the inveterate habit of the blacks, of filling up the iced

water in the tumbler for every drop you sip; and the Divine smiling and cheerful, and

sometimes commanding with a word and a look, and often with only a look, and being

obeyed upon the instant.

On Monday, the 5th of July, Mr. Budgett and I again crossed the Suspension Bridge to

the station of the Cave of the Winds. We had to take off everything and dress ourselves

entirely in river-garb—rough woollen underclothing throughout, and huge oil-cloth

covering over all—and down the deep stairs 45 (called Biddle's Stairs) we went. The fight

began immediately, and at about the first step forward we were wet completely through.

Among boulders, and afterwards over flat steps of rocks we passed, beaten about with

heavy sprays, and realizing a certain feature of a large waterfall not contemplated until

experienced—the high, and even boisterous, wind that the stormy water sets in buffeting

movement. We found our enterprise novel, surprising, and exciting to the last degree—one

of those experiences that serve to variegate memory in after-life. The most impressive of

the effects, so far as I was concerned, and to which I particularly called my companion's

attention, was the looking up and seeing the forward curving of the water over the edge.
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This was very grand; but do not suppose you can calmly contemplate it—prepare for

splashing of the eyes. After walking through some pouring yards, we passed over to a

number of bridges, built from rock to rock, before returning to the stairs. This is merely

schoolboy fun, but so exciting did Colonel Philips find it next day that he did it twice out of

mere enjoyment. Drenched to the skin, we mounted and came to be dry animals again;

but, after all, we had been under only the southern supplement of the American Fall,

which, however, some call the Central Fall.

Mr. Budgett left in the afternoon, and the rest of the day and the next were spent with my

friends, driving about and realizing various points of view, and, on the Tuesday's sunset,

we were counting—really 46 having to count—the various rainbows that adorned both

Falls. A drive should be taken through what is called the Private Park. On this excursion

you can obtain a long view up stream, and see where the waters above Rapids seem to lie

as quiet as if they were asleep. In this park there is also to be seen the lighting of natural

gas. I looked down a hole, and I saw a sort of rushlight in a tub. There are also some hot

springs, and—there are polished agates to sell. Whence come they?

Thus I had now realized Niagara, after so many years of hearing and reading about

its wonders. It has proved, as often happens, a reality quite different from what I had

supposed; but disappointment I did not once dream of, even for a moment. And if, even

now, with railways and hotels and all the vulgar conveniences of travelling, the scene

can work strongly on so many imaginations, what must have been its influence on its

first solitary exploring discoverers? You may fancy a wanderer and listener in the forests

hearing a distant, portentous sound, and drawing nearer and nearer, and coming at last

upon the full display, in the days when the wild Indian occupied alone, and chased the

bear and the buffalo through the wooded wilderness.

In “Lyell's First Visit to North America” there is a highly interesting allusion to the

impressions of the French missionary, Father Hennepin, who witnessed the scene in

1678, with a facsimile of his quaint drawing; and also an elaborate consideration of all the
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47 geological features, and of the probable changes, past and to come, as regards the

position and character of the Falls themselves. As regards these, while at the hotel, a man

of a certain age assured me he could point out a difference that had taken place even

within his own time on the Canadian side of the Great Fall, the water having been drawn

in towards the centre by the falling away of some of the centre rock. Strictly speaking, the

form is no longer that of a perfect horseshoe, for the centre has become an angle.

48

CHAPTER IV. THE STATES—CHICAGO—MINNESOTA.

This morning (Wednesday), the 7th of June, I left my friends and Canada for the States,

which I entered at Detroit, the capital of Michigan, and lying on the west side of the

channel which connects the two lakes of Erie and Huron, at a distance of 225 miles from

Nicaragua Station. I had at first thought of going through Canada direct, by the Canadian

Pacific Line to British Columbia and Vancouver's Island, but, on reflection, preferred

seeing more of life and movement in my journey than this course could have shown me,

and therefore took my course towards the west by Chicago. Moreover, I was to see the

Yellow Stone Park on my way, and the Northern Pacific Railway was the proper direction

to take for that purpose.

On arriving at the station, and arranging my passage by showing my Cook's ticket book, I

remarked that it was nearly nine o'clock, and I supposed the train would soon be there.

“Yes,” replied the booking-clerk, “the train will be to time; but it is only eight by railway

time.”

49

“How can that be?” I asked.

“Because you begin ‘Central Time’ here.”
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I then came to know that, in conducting traffic over their several thousand miles directly

westward, the Companies had been obliged to divide their time into four different spaces

of fifteen degrees each, each of these spaces containing one arbitrary hour: Eastern Time,

by which I had been travelling; Central Time, into which I was about to enter; Mountain

Time, again, beyond; and Pacific Time, again, beyond that—these several spaces being

separately counted as they stand at five, six, seven, and eight hours behind Greenwich

time. Such is the ingenious mode adopted to meet the difficulty of running to and fro

with time and steam from east to west, and west to east, across an immense territory—a

difficulty which we in England have never been called upon to meet. Having calculated my

hours on the line by marking the hour we were advertised to arrive, I thus had to content

myself to submitting to one hour more upon the road, being bound to count from eight

o'clock instead of nine. Nor was this a very agreeable reflection, for the day was about to

be very hot, and I had been forewarned that it would be dusty too.

On getting into the car, I made these observations about heat and dust half to myself, and

immediately heard two words behind, me which sounded very like “You bet.” Not quite

able to attach a direct meaning to such a phrase, I opened the usual form of interrogation

as to whether I had been spoken to. E

50

“Oh yes! you spoke of heat and dust, and I said ‘You bet,’ for we'll have both pretty much, I

guess.”

So the meaning was that I might lay odds on my prognostication, and this I soon found to

be a very frequent mode of concurrence with any observation.

“You bet” turned out to be (as many others did) a very pleasant travelling-companion, and

I will here at once remark that, through all the thousands of miles that I eventually travelled

over in the States, I never met with anything but great civility and good feeling, and,

indeed, in some cases with attention and courtesy. These last offerings might perhaps
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have made me (as it might others) begin to think there was something more than usually

engaging in my own manners; but one fine day a certain observation led me to suspect

the colour, or non-colour, of my hair might possibly have something to do with it; and had I

propounded this misgiving to some one like my first companion, it is not altogether unlikely

he might have replied, “You bet.” For on the occasion I refer to, the passenger who had

showed me almost marked attention as regards stations, seats, and other information, at

last, benevolently gazing at me in the face, politely said, “Time has been growing rather

familiar with you, sir, of late?” “That inexorable pursuer,” I replied, “intrudes upon us all.

But never mind; so long as I am young enough to move about, I am content to be old

enough to receive benevolent attention.”

We had come by the Michigan Central line, and 51 the train was politely stopped at the

Falls, for a short view. A two hundred and twenty-five mile course took us to Detroit, where

we passed over the water with the whole train, divided into two parts, side by side, on

an immense steam ferry-boat; and where the custom-house officers, noting at once that

I was what I professed to be, passed me through with civility. Hence we travelled over

another 311 miles, making 536 in all from Niagara Falls Station to Chicago. This long

journey gave me my first introduction to the system of railway travelling in the States. It

had been the same in Canada. The long car carriages, with side seats and a passage

down the middle, are already well known in England, though used among us only as what

are called “Pullman” or sleeping-cars. In the States, we also know, there are only these

carriages in use. At each end there is a platform, and thus any passenger, so inclined,

may walk through the carriages from end to end of the train. At each end there are also

“toilet” arrangements. Then comes the feeding question, and this is managed by breakfast,

dinner, or supper cars being put on at and for so many hours, as may be convenient.

The penalty of early dinners and their inevitable consequences of suffering afternoons

(particularly in hot weather) must be endured; and at the usual hours of nine, twelve,

and six, the conductor walks through with a warning voice to declare, that the given meal

is ready., There are always two “calls” for every meal, with an interval of one hour 52
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between each. Sometimes the voice is quick, “Dinner! dinner! dinner!” and sometimes

it is “Din—ner's rea—dy!” in a voice that threatens loss of it if you don't get up and go—

something like “Mis-sus is a-coming!” among servants.

I have now sufficient experience of day and night travelling in the States to say—for

myself, at all events—that it would be impossible to bear it all over their long distances

unless you could thus move about, and stand now and then on the platform for a change,

or sit down, as so many do, in the small end compartment and smoke for a while. These

platforms, also, give great facilities for getting off or on to a train at stopping or starting-

time, for they are very broad, though now and then the steps are rather high. But it must

not be supposed that all is comfortable. In the first place, each side is made for two,

without division; in the next, the back of the seats is always too low for real rest, which in

the sleeping-cars (of which anon, when I have proved them) is especially essential. Again,

there is a constant to and fro in the centre passage, and the tyrannical habit of banging

the doors at every entrance and exit; and this constant passing up and down of all sorts

sometimes becomes intolerable, particularly when (as seems almost always to be the

case) the conductors are in a hurry. I could wish, also, that the fastenings of the window

were not quite such ingenious puzzles, and that when these are pushed up the better to

view any object, the bottom of the frame did not fix itself so precisely in the sight-line. 53

I mention all these apparently inevitable inconveniences as reasons against our hastily

throwing up our own carriages in our short distances. An American clergyman, a great

traveller and a repeated visitor to England, told me how much he missed the luxury of

having his own separate seat, and being able to lay his head quietly against the cushioned

division when only tired or when going to sleep. In certain “drawing-room” cars, it is true,

each has his separate chair, which wheels upon a pivot, and here there is more comfort.

Apart from all these considerations there is a certain special consequence of this

uninterrupted passage all through the train. Vendors of books and fruits buy the privilege

of passing up and down and pressing their goods upon you; and the essentially advertising

propensities of the American tradesman are everywhere alive. As regards books, the
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custom cannot be wholly unpopular, for I was told by one of the salesmen that the great

News Association or Union News Company of New York pay very heavy annual sums

for the privilege in question; moreover, that the publishers pay these itinerants a very

liberal percentage, for that so many copies of books are thus sold, that even when certain

volumes get worn out by being offered, new ones are readily given in exchange for them.

Considering what a nuisance books are to carry about with you, it is not every one who

would feel inclined to furnish his library between New York and San Francisco and back

again; but 54 one would almost suppose such an intention might be counted on, for if you

have been asleep, or have been standing out on the platform, when you return to ocular

capacity you may find a heap of volumes “left upon approval.” They are funny wags to

talk with, some of these itinerants, and would sometimes seem fain to persuade you that

the “Novum Organum” is nice light reading for a railway car. If, after two or three to's and

fro's, the books have not been touched, they are quietly taken up again. But it is not the

books; it is the walking to and fro. Stale apples, at the modest price of six cents a-piece,

will sometimes tempt a languid traveller; and fancy goods of the most ridiculous hideosity

need not despair of finding a happy destiny with some unpretending family group. Herein

lies a peculiar failing which I have observed among both Canadians and Americans: they

cannot (in my own phrase) leave things alone; they cannot bear a straight line; they must

look for art in distortion; and this in everything. I have brought with me, as a small example

in point, an illustrated advertisement of Sohmer's pianoforte manufactory, at New York. I

need not doubt that the instruments are good; but, were the drawing before you, I would

say, look at the form, look at the over-curved lines, and, oh! look at the legs and pedals,

and ask yourself whether the drawing does not suggest to you some harmonious young

lady sitting down, and suddenly getting up with wounds in the knees from all the projecting

beauties of the design! But if this be 55 the national taste, Sohmer and the rest are in their

rights.

Heat and dust were our faithful companions, but not our only trials, for we were delayed

more than once by hot bearings, and thus came into Chicago late, but in the cool. The



Library of Congress

A fight with distances; the states, the Hawaiian Islands, Canada, British Columbia, Cuba and the Bahamas. http://www.loc.gov/resource/
lhbtn.01390

usual “express” agent was “on board” to pass checks for claiming and delivering baggage,

for which purpose I handed over mine to him and received his. Throughout my thousands

of miles I experienced great convenience and found great exactness in the whole of this

railway and agency cheque system. At Chicago I went to the large hotel, the “Grand

Pacific,” and, as it was then something like ten o'clock, I went to bed and, I believe, to

sleep.

CHICAGO. That is a well-known name, and here is the well-known city that owns it.

Samuel Rogers, in that somewhat faint but pretty book of his called “Italy,” says that when

he waked in Rome he said to himself, “I am at Rome!” Let me be supposed to have said,

“I am at Chicago!” The difference, I will confess, is very great, the sentiments aroused very

opposite. But in this case Chicago may serve as a foil to the word “Rome,” and thus be

all the more vividly shown forth for what it really is. A raw, crowded, noisy, daring, busy,

bustling, thriving young republican city, affording a splendid scene and flourish of trumpets

for the first drawing up of the curtain of a visit to the States. In this respect it 56 is far

more to the purpose than New York, which is upon the sea and at the very doorway of the

country; whereas Chicago is some thousand miles inland from that city.

My first step on my first morning in this seething city was to pounce into the very centre

of its whirlpools. I had a letter of introduction to Mr. George Grove, the Secretary of the

“Board of Trade” (or what we should call the “Chamber of Commerce”) of Chicago, and

I found that the great structure bearing that name was only across the street from the

Grand Pacific Hotel; so thither I betook myself after breakfast at once. It is stated to have

cost some £350,000 in building, and, with all the noise and movement going on among all

people and about all things, it might almost be said to fill you with 350,000 impressions.

The Great Hall is clamorous with business, and everybody is running a race with that very

fast runner, Time. There is a gallery for ladies to survey all this; but, on showing my letter

for Mr. Grove, I was allowed to pass in to buffet with the waves of movement and hear the

loud winds of business. Two things also there are which I shall not omit to mention: two

stout women at each side of the entrance, with bucketfuls of genuine lemonade for fevered
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business men. Mr. Grove's rooms were on an upper floor, which I had of course to find

with the almost only recognized American staircase, the elevator. There is a row of these

elevators here, and they are constructed like open iron cages. They are 57 all run up and

down the whole day long, and open and shut with a metallic twang.

“Going up, sir? Come in”—twang. Then, presently, “What floor?”

“Mr. Grove's.”

“Passed that. Leave you coming down.”

So up you go to the moon, and, almost before you know where you are, you are down

again. With the rapid movements and the constant twangs “Mr. Grove's floor” sounds,

and out you go, the hinder foot being already an inch or two on the descent before you

can pull it off the floor of the cage. And thus it is twang, twang, twang, with all the various

ascendings and descendings, side by side, of the several elevators.

I found Mr. Grove in his room, and was received with all courtesy and attention. After

two or three interviews and conversations, he presented me with a book containing the

twenty-eighth “Annual Report of the Trade and Commerce of Chicago,” for the year

ending December 31, 1885, It is a remarkable volume, loaded with millions of figures,

representing millions of monies and measures.

As to the teeming city itself, it is in some places scarcely less perplexing than the Board

of Trade, and I must leave it to describe itself by its well-known name: it is Chicago.

You may readily traverse it, for there is an extensive construction of the endless cable

tramway system, the steel rope being in constant movement, and the cars being moved or

stopped by clipping or unclipping connection 58 with the chain underneath, in the centre

of the road, and running in an open groove. A very large post-office—all in movement,

of course—holds its place in the city; and there are wide streets and narrow streets, and

large buildings and small buildings; and (while I was there) every sort of advertisement,
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including, very ostentatiously, those of rival railway companies, competing one against the

other at incredibly cheap fares for great distances, such as some of us may remember, but

on a somewhat smaller scale, in the early days of our own English railway system.

Chicago appears to deal in the superlative in all matters. Some fifty years ago, it was

only a small Indian town. Going as far back as 1830, the report I have referred to gives

its population as only 70. In 1850, it was 29,963. In 1885, it was estimated at 727,000.

And this, in spite of two conflagrations: that of 1871 one of the most destructive on record

anywhere. Its grain elevators and depôts are marvels. The water-works have been called

one of the wonders of the world, and its parks are of magnificent extent. They are ten in

number, and contain altogether more than 2000 acres, with many miles of carriage drives,

besides those along the extensive boulevards. It claims to be the third manufacturing

city in the States; stands next to New York in general commercial importance; and to

be the greatest grain, live-stock, and lumber market in the world. Yet, says the report,

“considering what 59 must be the development of the vast States and Territories, not yet

really populated, which must depend on Chicago for the outlet of their produce, we must

stand amazed at the future which is spread out before this favoured city situated at the

head of a mighty chain of inland seas a highway along which to distribute the multiform

products of an immense region, and by which in return to supply the varied wants of an

increasing civilisation.” Already twenty-six railways converge in the city.

But what, after all, do we most hear of about Chicago? It is about the pig-killing. Did I

go to see the pigs killed? Yes, I did go to see the pigs killed, and made a point of it, for

it is as well to see all things whatsoever in their gigantic scale, even though this may be

sometimes disagreeable. It serves to help us to realize what we human beings are, what

we are doing, and what position we occupy among other animals. We are by far and far

the greatest slaughterers in the world; we illustrate beyond all others that death must be

suffered by some in order that life may be preserved in others; we are the only animals

who make an art of killing and eating, and, we hold our chief rejoicings when our tables

are most crowded with the results of our slaughter. So let us go and see the pigs killed in
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shoals upon one small spot; a speck and a mere small item, after all, compared with what

is going on everywhere, but still all this in one spot. And let me further add that, July not

being the full slaughter 60 season, I saw only one man at work instead of a row of three.

Armour and Co. is the title of the great pig and bullock killing establishment, which lies

some short distance out of the city. The bullocks are shot in the forehead with a rifle—

a vast improvement on the horrid pole-axe—but I did not think it worth while to witness

their execution. The rapid destruction of the pigs conveyed a more vivid impression of

what keeps going on everywhere. Mr. Grove gave me the necessary letter of introduction,

and, having found my way to the end of the tramway that led towards the premises, and

being rather at a loss how to continue my road, a trotting-waggon came by which proved

to belong to the firm, and I availed myself of its wheels to transport me to the scene.

An order being at once given, I was conducted to the chamber of these incarnadined

performances. The squealings (but not of agony) might have guided me. A large pen of

pigs is kept in continuous repletion, and pig after pig is hauled up by a rope attached to

one hind leg; hence the squealing; the animals are thus passed along in line on pulleys,

in close groups of sixes, and thus come within reach of the executioner. He, standing on

scarlet floor, pulls back one of the fore legs and strikes in his knife. There is no stopping

to do this; it is stab, stab, stab, and all keeps moving on. Beyond him is a large, long tank

of scalding water, and souse into this pig after pig falls from its pulley when it reaches

the end of the bar, exanimisque tremens. 61 Rolling over in the water, its body is in its

turn clutched by a huge hook and drawn under immense brushes (all being, of course,

moved by steam), on the other side of which it comes forth denuded of all its hair, and

white. Other necessary processes then go on, and gradually the pig (now pork) is passed

on to its new world, washed and made clean, and transformed into that new state which

any good jolly housekeeper might admire as “a beauty of a pig.” Lines and lines of these

carcases hang up to cool, and are then cut in half, and then comes the freezing cooling-

room, whether for all cases or not I cannot say; but if you go upstairs you may see your

barrels of joints, your machines for making sausages, the girls finishing the tinning up,
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pasting the labels, and, in short, an apparently interminable system of rapid mechanical

manual labour. Among those who are fond of pork the revolted humanitarian from the

slaughter side of the house would become the approving epicure on this, and, accepting

the inevitable conditions of his having to kill and eat in order to live, might be pardoned for

thinking, if not speaking, that inimitable French phrase, “ Que voulez vous? ”

“It seems terrible, after all,” said an American clergyman to me, “though we are all so fond

of pork, and pigs must be killed to be eaten.”

“And do you know what passed in my mind at the time?” I asked.

“What was it?”

“That it's all for the Christian.” 62

I have a business card of Armour and Co. for 1886 in my hand while I write, in which

appears an item, “Hogs killed, 1,133,479”—consider the squeakings! Also another,

“Canned meats all kinds, 33,696,460”—consider the girls pasting the labels! Several other

items of millions occur: while in the Chicago live stock statistics we find, “Hogs received in

Chicago (live) March, 1885–6, 6,863,678; cattle, 1,902,818; sheep, 1,003,598.”

Such are some of the statistics of Chicago, and such are the features of Messrs. Armour

and Co.'s establishment. The idea, however, that the animals are made into sausages

offhand is an exaggeration. Even here Time insists on being in some sort attended to.

It was easy to conclude at Chicago that the weather could be extremely hot and

oppressive; but for the two days that I was there the wind blew from Lake Michigan, and

the most delicious, refreshing brushes of air continually modified the temperature. In winter

the effect must be of an opposite character. How comes it that Chicago is not the capital of

the State of Illinois, considering its vast importance and population? Because long before

it began to exist Springfield had been already so designated. But Illinois was not one of
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the original Thirteen States. It was organized as a Territory in 1809, and was and was

admitted as a State in 1818.

Now, as the Grand Pacific Hotel was the first large American hotel at which I sojourned,

it occurs 63 to me to speak of general hotel life in the States, for there is more or less

of identity throughout, the hotel at Montreal being, as already observed, conducted on

the same plan. A dissertation on this subject is not one of very abstract profundity, but

it touches a very vital question, no less than one of existence itself, and forms a very

considerable element, in the question of travelling, which cannot be indulged in for our

own or other people's benefits without means of refreshment. Pope was not ashamed

to express a certain disappointment, on visiting the Duke of Marlborough's house at

Woodstock, because they showed him only all the grand features of the building, but

nothing of its comforts:

“Thanks, sir,' I cried, ‘'tis very fine; But where d'ye sleep, and where d'ye dine? I find, by all

you have been telling, That 'tis a house, but not a dwelling.’”

The large hotel system was invented in and has been imitated from the States. The first

feature is a well-built house; then a large entrance-hall, where people stand about or sit,

smoke—chew and spit, alas!—and discuss their affairs; and all this without necessarily

being lodgers there. There is always a good bar for “drinks,” which effectually contributes

to this habit of meeting and talking. There is almost always a news bar and a cigar bar,

and a railway bar where all information and any amount of railway tables can be had

gratis; and what is called the “toilet” is large and extremely well arranged. Lifts, 64 or

elevators, are of the most matter-of-course arrangements, sometimes in pairs; and even

for the first floors the staircase is scarcely ever made use of. Up and down, up and down,

the passengers go, and workers are employed in turn for a stated number of hours. The

eating-room is large, sometimes very large, furnished with numerous separate tables,

each of which may serve for a family or for two or three, strangers to one another. The

waiters that are running about are generally coloured men, and often serve under a
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head coloured man—sometimes more than one—who struts to and fro, with becoming

pomposity and politeness suited to his position. On your appearance at the door, he waves

his hand towards you, and walks you through a labyrinth of occupied tables to any one he

designs for you, the particular reason for which you cannot trace. You then have handed

to you by a black, or a brown, a large bill of fare, which is always on the table, and which it

would be impossible to fulfil unless it was the same every day, according to given seasons.

There is so much variety, however, in the sameness that no one can reasonably complain

on that account. Then your glass is forthwith filled with iced water, and if you sip a little out

of it, it is presently filled up again. This, or iced tea, or iced milk, are the general drinks at

meals, whether the season be hot or cold. Survey the vast group over the whole room.

If you happen to catch sight of a bottle or two here and there, you may be next to certain

that there 65 are foreigners dining there. Total abstainers may consider this state of affairs

very satisfactory, but for two reasons it is not so: one which they might feel inclined to

dispute; the other which they would at once admit, and which, as it seems to me, springs

from the very abstinence they approve of; but this suggestion they perhaps would dispute.

Take this last reason first: it is that drinking “drinks” or what are called “cocktails” between

meals, on the empty stomach, has become a constant habit and has taken the place of

a wholesome glass of wine, or wine and water, or beer, with food, when not only these

things do not disagree, but (as in so many thousand cases) do good. The first reason

is, that so much drinking of iced liquids during eating is very injurious to the digestive

powers, and serves to paralyze the stomach. It soon becomes a very enticing habit, and,

indeed, these liquids are themselves in a certain sense intoxicating, for they are so in the

sense of being exciting and provocative by the cold produced by the icing of them. This

is necessary to make them as palatable as they are. Were they not so iced they would

not be so much drunk, and (paradoxical as it may seem to say so) ice-drinking is, in its

way, nearly as deleterious as spirit-drinking. The Americans cannot claim to be mere plain

water-drinkers, for they stimulate their plain drinks with ice, and thus create a craving for

drink.
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At most hotels the eating is good, but there is great difference in the meat. I do not like the

mode F 66 of serving. Everything comes in portions, in small oval dishes, and from these

you help yourself, now and then to all, and now and then to only a part. I never could relish

meat thus served. But the general mode of ordering is curious. The whole dinner is recited

off at once, and the waiter seems to expect this to be done, so that he may go and come

once for all. There seems to be no popular objection to things getting cold, as they must

do when the apple-pudding, for example, comes in with the soup, and the semicircle of

small dishes is displayed before the eater; a sight that would serve me, of itself, for dinner.

I have not perceived that the Americans eat much faster than other people, but I have

often perceived that they do not understand intervals. I was talking to one about this habit

of complete ordering. He agreed with me about it, but stated his own way: “I have my own

list in my hand, and always order the next following dish when I begin the one in hand, so

that I go right straight away through without waiting.” All that was too quick for me. When

the black wanted to know “Which next?” I always replied, “I don't know till I've eaten this;”

and many a black brain was no doubt astonished at so ignorant a mode of devouring. In

harmony with these two modes of ordering and eating, there is also a waiter's well-known

question, which I must confess I could never learn to tolerate—“Are you through?” That

means of course, “Have you finished?” But the former is the more appropriate, perhaps,

for the idea in eating 67 seems to be exactly that—to get through—not necessarily in a

hurry, but without pause.

In the hall you will find a row of greater or less length of servants, sitting down till

summoned. These are what are called “Bell-boys,” none or very few being really boys;

some white, some brown, and some black. They are summoned when any bell rings, and

have to find their way up to any given room at once. They are, in general, very active and

attentive, and the electric summons is rarely neglected.

As to the cost of living, you cannot count on less than four dollars a day, board and lodging

—sometimes four dollars fifty cents; and in San Francisco, and in New York, at the Fifth
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Avenue Hotel, I paid five dollars, and with a room on the top floor—a very good ride indeed

in the elevator. This sum includes breakfast, lunch, dinner, and supper; sometimes, in the

too-frequent early dinner system, lunch and dinner go together. At the Fifth Avenue Hotel,

luncheon runs on into dinner without stopping. Wine is, of course, an extra; dear and

generally very bad, for scarcely anybody drinks it. The best I ever found, by the way, both

for honest quality and honest price, was a native wine of California—the red Zinfandel. The

so-called hocks, clarets, and burgundies are so by ticket and by price only.

But at all these hotels there is one serious and curious extra, one which is never thought

of as such in England, or elsewhere than in America that I ever heard of—boot-cleaning! It

forms no part or parcel 68 of hotel life in the States that you should walk about in anything

but rusty or dirty boots. If you are otherwise disposed, you must seek the separate boot-

cleaning room, to that purpose specially provided, and let to the artists in that line at a

sufficient rent; and, what is more, you must take your boots there on your own feet. There

you sit upon a throne—in the leading hotels, sometimes three kings in a row—and the

most elaborate proceedings go forward. The polish is resplendent as a rule; but the most

resplendent of all in my experience was at the Palace Hotel in San Francisco, while the

worst, laziest, and dullest was at the Delavan at Albany. Of course, this involves an extra

item of expense, for which you have to pay a piece of silver of the value of ten cents, or

say five-pence, if content with only one cleaning a day. In the streets the work is done for

five.

I heard one or two jokes upon this subject. In one case, on a visitor asking whether he

could leave his boots outside his door, he was surprised by the unexpected answer—

“Oh yes, sir; nobody will touch them.”

But I myself read a notice on the subject at one of my hotels in this very different form

—“Visitors are cautioned that the proprietor is not responsible for boots left outside the

door.” Then comes the best, attributed to the historic character of many witty sayings, the
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late President Lincoln. A friend of his, in early life, paid a visit to England, and on returning

naturally told of many matters, small and great.

69

“Do you know,” said he, “that no one cleans his own boots in England?”

“Doesn't he?” said Lincoln; “then, whose boots does he clean?”

It really seems that, unless this domestic process is raised into a separate and

comparatively expensive trade, it is considered a degradation, and one American in a

common station of life told me that at a small tavern he had unwittingly offended the

landlady by asking if the boy (her son as well as servant, as it happened) could “give his

boots a rub over”! But as they all still consent to pay war taxes in time of peace, so they

consent to pay ten cents for boot-cleaning, or clean for themselves, or go about rusty, or

wear polished leather.

So much for hotels.

At a short distance outside Chicago is the great Pullman establishment, large and

important enough to give a name to a town—Pullmanstown—where so many hundred

hands are at work on skilled labour. In my now-coming journey to St. Paul and

Minneapolis, in Minnesota, I was to make my first experience in the sleeping-cars.

The long distances to be travelled over through the States, as their gigantic system of

railways was pushed forward, soon made sleeping accommodation of some kind or other

necessary, and great prosperity has rewarded great invention and energy. You must travel

through the States to be able to appreciate the utility and vastness of this enterprise.

So on Friday afternoon, July 9th, I began to 70 prepare for my departure for my four

hundred and fourteen miles of night journey to St. Paul; and after all the material, noise,

and tumult of Chicago, I left it at last adorned with a philosophical discussion in a quarter

where I least expected it. It was not very prolonged, but is worth remembering as a



Library of Congress

A fight with distances; the states, the Hawaiian Islands, Canada, British Columbia, Cuba and the Bahamas. http://www.loc.gov/resource/
lhbtn.01390

psychological fact. It was not held with any learned professor, but with one of the bell-boys

—a well-grown black, quite in his thirties, and very intelligent—and it was inaugurated by

him. I may here observe that I found the coloured race, such as I came in contact with,

of a very different class from those with whom I had held so many years' acquaintance in

Brazil. A great many of them seem to have imbibed some of the mental energies which

belong to the white race they are among, and this man was an example. Among my

luggage—or baggage, as you must always call it in the States—there were several books,

and as he took them up, one by one, he now and then cast a glimpse at the inside, turning

now and then to ask questions about various matters. At last he took up one and asked

me pointedly whether that was mine.

“No,” I said; “that belongs to the hotel. It is a New Testament.”

“Oh! I beg your pardon, sir; but I suppose it is your book too?”

“What do you mean?”

“Why, sir, I see you haven't got one with you, but I suppose you have one at home?”

71

He was provoking a disquisition with an evident veneration for what he had been taught,

but with an equally evident tendency (having now a free body) to that awful abomination,

a free mind: or to use the true, frightful phrase—free thought I need not, indeed cannot,

remember all that passed, but I was too much entertained, though busied with my

portmanteau, by many of the stalwart fellow's shrewd but timid observations to stop him. At

last I said—

“Well, my good fellow, we have not much time for talking on these matters; what do you

mean to say you make of it all?”
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His answer was highly suggestive, particularly as coming from a negro, and might be

advantageously remembered by many a preacher, particularly a volunteer one. “Well, sir,

to tell you the real truth, when I try to think of all we are told by one and the other, I find I

begin to get pretty considerably mixed up.”

And this was my last conversation in Chicago, which served me from time to time

afterwards, among other matters, to reflect on the possible future of the black race in North

America.

The train left Chicago at half-past seven in the evening, and we arrived in St. Paul at eight

o'clock on the Saturday morning, where I put up at the great Ryan Hotel, having had my

first night's experience in the Pullman car. It seemed very strange to me, at first, to be all

mixed together, male and female; but an imperative law of nature, such as sleep, very

72 soon puts to flight any conventional artifices, and, besides this, there is a vast deal of

curtaining. Each pair of persons who occupy a given seat, side by side, take the two beds

belonging to it: one is made up out of the seat, and the other is opened above; in front

comes the great curtain, and when all the beds are made up, there is a curtained avenue

for the night. You have the option of choosing your hour (in reason) for “going to bed.”

In the morning you get your turn at the two washing basins at the end of the car, with all

the completeness that the jerking of the train and the agitated water will permit of. The

inconveniences ought to be assuaged by the consideration that you are, at all events, not

losing time. I generally took the top bed, as being furthest removed from the wheels; the

only objection to this being the difficulty of getting up and down. No doubt there is a hand

ladder, but it cannot be always at call, so the stout metal curtain-rail that runs along can

be grasped as occasion may require for easing yourself down. It is now some few years

ago that, travelling about on board ship, I was induced to sleep in pyjamas, thus being

able to come up offhand on the fresh breezy deck on those many bright lovely mornings

that sweeten a long ride over the sea; but I never even then found this dress so admirably

convenient as I found it on board a sleeping-car!
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On this occasion I was only one night on board, but I have had to pass two. By looking out

a little 73 and speaking to the conductor, and not stickling as to whether I was the upper or

the under sleeper (or say bed-occupier), I never experienced any shrinking influences as

regards my companion above or under me. Once only, after having been almost assured

of a whole division to myself, I was politely warned that a telegram had been received at

the last “depôt” that my second berth would be required at a given spot.

“By whom?” I timidly demanded.

“By a lady,” was the sentence pronounced upon me.

Nor was there any hope of escape, for there was one lady in every division, except where

there were two, and where some friends of three were occupying one division among

them. Vainly endeavouring to persuade myself “there was nothing in it”—nor would there

have been the second time—I had not resigned myself to my impending fate, though

it appeared inevitable, before we came to the dreaded station. There was the general

moving about in and out, and in due time the conductor cried, or rather said, “All aboard!”

This, by the way, is the only notice you get of going on. If you wait for anything like the

piercing “En voitu—re messieurs, s'il vous plait!” you will be left behind, though any one of

the platforms that happens to be nearest will serve to take you to your own carriage. When

I came back to my seat, behold I still found myself alone, and on inquiry of the conductor,

he replied with amusement—

“All straight, sir; she wouldn't have it.” 74 I then remembered having seen a stout, middle-

aged, independent sort of female, who looked as if she could manage two or three

households together, march in and march out; so that this shows that even among

Americans the system does now and then find objectors. I entirely approved of that feeling

on this occasion. Each was afraid of the other.
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In speaking of St. Paul, I must combine with it Minneapolis, at a few miles distant, both

being in the State of Minnesota; the former its capital city, and both rival and rapidly

advancing cities, at rather more than fourteen hundred miles from New York. The rapidity

of the growth of these two cities, as officially reported, seems incredible. In 1860, the

total population of the two was but 16,222; in 1884, it had grown to little short of 200,000;

when I was there, each was claiming 150,000. There are only ten miles between them,

and, in spite of their rivalry, a junction is predicted of the two into one. Anything in the

shape of development appears to be possible in the States. The Americans have not only

introduced new modes of spelling words, but they have given them a new meaning, and a

very extended one in this instance. Nature, in the States, has permitted the junction of two

elements which she has been justly charged with denying in other regions: a strong race

with a strong land. Here she can give all she is properly asked for, and she is tolerably

sure of being asked for everything she has to give. That by-and-by she will have a great

many more to give 75 to than she has now on her hands out here is a matter which must

be left to the future to take care of. Both cities are on the Mississippi, which, in Indian

language, signifies “The Father of Waters;” but it struck me that Minneapolis is the better

placed of the two, because it can make more use of the mighty river than St. Paul can. I

allude to the water-power at what are called the Falls of St. Anthony. It is round these falls

that are constructed the gigantic flour-mills of Messrs. Pilsbury, which form the chief sight

at Minneapolis, and where again figures of millions are put forward. In 1879, the millers

there manipulated 7,514,364 bushels of wheat; and in 1885, the returns gave 32,112,840.

Another calculation for 1885 is that the mills together are capable of delivering 33,973

barrels (of 60 lb.) per day; an amount said to be equal to the day's necessities of one-half

of the population of Great Britain.

I of course visited Messrs. Pilsbury's mills, which are the largest. I contrasted the sight,

the beautiful sight of grinding wheat, with that of the great pig-killing process at Chicago.

All white and pure—the white against the red. Yet destruction was equally going on. The

wheat had been torn from the ears, and had been ground into flour, and that flour was
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again about to be destroyed and turned into bread, and so forth. In short, look round

on anything, however beautiful it may be, and you will trace that you have been a great

destroyer to produce it. The multitudinous proceedings and the intricacies of 76 machinery

throughout could not but produce confusion by astonishment on a first visit. You often

have to get rid of a great deal of initial astonishment before you can begin to comprehend.

From the flat top of the mills—and very high your elevators take you—the view is very

striking. The machinery is moved by two turbines, or flat water-wheels, during summer,

and by steam during winter. Large saw-mills are also planted above the falls, and seem to

impede the mills' full use of them; but these are to be moved up higher, under certain new

arrangements. On my asking how this could be done without loss of the water-power for

the saws, I was told that in all saw-mills there is always refuse enough to provide firing for

engines. Government has already laid out a good deal of money on the dam, and, in view

of the vastly extended advantages yet obtainable from the river, are proposing to lay out a

good deal more.

St. Paul, with all its large commerce, boasts of its ornamental buildings. On putting a quiet

question on the subject at the hotel office, as to whether there was anything worth seeing,

a townsman, as I suppose, blew a good thorough American trumpet-blast.

“Worth seeing? If you're going right straight round for a drive, I guess you're going to see

something that you never before saw in all your life!”

This was necessarily true in a literal sense, and I was about to see it all, for a Mr.

Heneage, an Englishman at the hotel, had very kindly asked me 77 to accompany him. We

were under the guidance of the coachman, who took us to a point whence we enjoyed a

fairly striking view; but what seemed to be chiefly in our coachman's mind, as it evidently

was in that of my trumpeter at the hotel, were the continuous rows of the most elaborately

cockney dwellings, detached and semi-detached, with gardens round, in the uselessly

decorated architecture of which (and of the most original, if not chaste, character) one
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seemed to fancy one owner had been vying with the other in proving how much money

he had to throw away on bad taste. Even our present English vulgar originalities were far

surpassed, which is saying a good deal.

These two cities have been called “the twin columns of the eastern gateway to the

magnificent west,” extending to Portland, Washington territory, and Tacoma—a figure

not much more intelligible to me here than was that of Carlyle to me at North Cape, when

he calls the midnight sun “a porch-lamp of the palace of the Eternal.” These figures of

magniloquence are, generally speaking, nonsense. As for the two cities in question, you

have to pass through both of them in a line; a not very usual sort of proceeding as regards

the “columns” of a “gateway” for those who are desirous of getting through. The producing

powers of the State of Minnesota, and particularly of the adjoining territory of Dacota, now

claiming to be admitted as a State, are enormous, and their populations are as nothing.

“Scratch the 78 Russian,” said Napoleon, “and you will find the Tartar.” “Scratch the

Frenchman,” said Voltaire, “and you will find the tiger.” Without necessarily concurring in

either phrase, if all reports are true, it might be said, “Scratch Dacota, and you will fill your

granaries.” These two tracts of country, in comparison with the populations they could

maintain, are practically uninhabited. According to the American almanac, Dacota, in the

census of 1885, contained 415,263 inhabitants, showing an increase since 1880 of 207·19

per cent. Minnesota, in 1885, contained 1,117,798, showing an increase in the same

period of 43·17 per cent. According to the “Trade and Commerce Report for Chicago” for

1885, Minnesota, on 2,753,816 acres, produced 41,307,000 bushels of wheat (which you

must not call “corn” in America); and Dacota, 22,330,000 on 1,540, 200 acres. Minnesota,

on 705,340 acres, 23,630,000 bushels of corn (maize); and Dacota, on 465,000 acres,

13,950,000. Then follow equally surprising tables of oats, rye, and barley.

Rapidity of work must be required where production is so abundant and labour is so

scanty, and this is supplied by that population with which man has peopled earth—

machinery. The long processions of four-horse ploughs on wheels, each armed with

double shares, and driven by a man who rides, are said to offer quite a striking scene
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in Dacota as they sally forth. If the illustration in the railway guide is correct, it must be

something like that of a regiment of cavalry going out to 79 battle; and battle it is, though

only to tear the earth instead of fellow-creatures. I know not how many of these ploughs

work together. They start in succession, each driver following the next before him at just

sufficient side-distance to make his furrows coincide, and thus a long diagonal line of

ploughs is seen at work. The ground is flat, and of course entirely open, and the broad

expanse offers great facility for work. It will be easily understood what vast breadths of

land and prairie are thus rapidly ploughed up. Nor is the reaping less remarkable. On my

way along the line, after leaving Minnesota, I was surprised by observing vast stretches

of standing headless straw, with wheel-marks among it, and was informed that all this

wheat had been reaped by what are called “headers.” These machines are horsed and

driven as are the ploughing-machines, and work after the like fashion. They are armed

with horizontal knives at the level of the ears, which are thus cut off and carried along and

deposited for removal.

“Then, what do you do with all this straw?”

“What can we do with it? We leave it standing, and plough the most of it in again.”

What would our farmers at home say to this?

Thus, in these enormous wheat and corn-growing districts is the inequality of forces

illustrated. Earth, in her newly discovered districts, teems with abundance where there are

only few to feed, and forth goes her abundant produce to other lands, where a 80 kindred

industry labours to support itself by the price demanded for but a small produce where

there are many, perhaps too many, to supply. And this apparently must go on till the new

lands are peopled as the old; for the facilities of carriage and communication increase

every day, and it is impossible to hinder these. We do not appear to have anticipated

the enormous consequences of this comparatively new element. Only the magic wand

could bring about an immediate change—convert the millions that inhabit virgin soil into
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tens and hundreds of millions, and they will want their fruits for themselves. Such days

must gradually overtake America, and bring her into line with the older and more crowded

countries.

Such a future must be far distant; its mutterings can scarcely yet be heard; yet it is

somewhat interesting to note, in passing, the real importance of this farming interest to

the present wealth of the States. I take the statement from one of the New York papers,

published while I was in America, that of the entire exports, 84 per cent. comes from the

ground, and from mines, forests and fisheries, while only 16 per cent. is the product of

machinery. The cotton of the South and the grain of the West are stated to hold a dual

control over the national prosperity, the loss of both which crops for one season only would

create a panic throughout Europe as well as at home.

“There are in America,” says the writer, “over 81 four million farms, large and small. They

cover nearly 300 million acres of improved land, and their total value is something like

10,000 million dollars. These figures are not, of course, comprehensible. They simply

convey the idea of vastness of area and equal vastness of importance. The estimated

value of the yearly product of these farms is between 2000 and 3000 millions of dollars.

“What America takes out of the ground, therefore, has much to do with the prosperity and

happiness of the nation. What helps the farmer helps us all, and what hurts him hurts us

all. His well tilled acres are the heart of the Republic, and each pulse drives the products of

the country into every market on the planet.”

Congress, it appears, has been asked to establish an experimental farm in every State

and Territory.

82

CHAPTER V. MINNEAPOLIS TO TACOMA—YELLOW STONE NATIONAL PARK.
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I had thus made about my first thousand miles in the States, counting from Niagara Station

to Minneapolis, and was now to make another thousand, at a run, as far as a station called

Livingston, on my road to Portland, in Oregon; for at Livingston I was to diverge south

for about fifty miles, to a place called Cinnabar, in order to visit the far-famed and widely

lauded “Yellow Stone National Park,” in the territory of Wyoming, and just verging into

that of Montana—which Wyoming, by the way, must not be confounded with Campbell's

“Gertrude of Wyoming,” in Pennsylvania, “on Susquehanna's side.” Accordingly I joined

the train on the evening of Tuesday, the 13th of July, and took my Pullman's sleeping-car

ticket, in addition to my “book,” for two nights “aboard.”

The famous Red River of the north, which forms the boundary between Minnesota and

Dacota, was crossed in the night. This river flows northward into Lake Winnipeg, and

is quite navigable; it is the river 83 which gives the name to the railway scheme lately

successfully opposed by the Canadian Pacific Company. The first town we came to in

the morning was James Town, a town built out upon the plain prairie grass, as I have

seen many villages in Russia; and thence, as before, we continued our course through

vast tracks of corn and wheat country, and through Dalrymple's 87,000 acres, and Ryan's

120,000. “Elevators,” or warehouses of two or three stories, and flat warehouses, were

seen everywhere, containing stores of wheat and corn, etc.; and while these testified to the

wealth of the growths, the cheap wooden huts, one or two half dug in the ground, with a

low roof peering out, showed what mere squatters were the workmen. Bismark, the capital

of Dacota, appeared at a certain distance from its station, and displayed, as its principal

building, a large gaol. But this did not, of course, prove that it was either full or needful. A

large alkaline lake looked ugly, and much baked prairie air and prairie dust conspired to

oppress us.

Our second day (our second night having been got rid of) continued hot and dusty, and

showed us an Indian camp, with the strange-looking, red-skinned, straight-haired, and

curiously decked people belonging to it. We also realized live and riding “cowboys.” One
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was standing at a station, and afterwards others were seen galloping along the plains; and

as we advanced towards Livingston the snowy peaks of the Rockies stretched out in line

to our left. It is on 84 the western boundary of Dacota that the line traverses a district that

is called “Bad Lands,” the remarkable features of which (highly interesting to geologists)

are not to be realized by a rapid run through them, and to very few could it be worth while

to stay for a separate excursion. Where we saw them from the line, they presented vast

ugly masses of what looked like terra cotta, with spaces of fine grass between where cattle

were feeding; and many spots were smoking, being actually on fire, said to be produced

by underlying layers of lignite. This strange process of smouldering heat is supposed to

have been going on for some thousand years. Their full title is, “The Bad Lands of the Little

Missouri.”

Soon after one o'clock on the afternoon of Thursday, the 15th of July, we arrived at

Livingston Station, whence we were to take the railway to the south, for fifty-one miles,

to a place called Cinnabar; and thence we were to go eight miles by coaches to the first

station of the Yellow Stone National Park. We had heard enough of it on the railway from

the Union News people with their books; besides which the Company had distributed a

brightly coloured map of the district, with a brightly illustrated description. This description

was given in the form of a very long letter, written by “Alice” to her “Dearest Edith;” and

the title to the outside was “Alice in the New Wonderland,” with a charming (or intended

so to be) portrait of “Alice,” in gay costume, and with a fine head of hair, and a binocular

in 85 hand. Rocks and trees made up the background, and all the capital letters were duly

twisted and twirled, so as to harmonize with Wonderland.

Somehow I could not bring myself to understand what sort of sights we were going to

see. Alice's descriptions were, of course, enchanting; but then, we were not to be with

Alice, and perhaps did not possess so enthusiastic a mind as she. Other descriptions were

no doubt grand, and an extract from one of them I must not fail to transcribe. It almost

vies with that about Daniel and the lions singing the Hallelujah Chorus on Nature's pipes

at Niagara. “This realm of mighty marvels, within whose boundaries Nature, in frenzied
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mood, has wreaked her most appalling freaks and wildest phantasies, will never cease

to attract thousands of yearly tourists and wonder-seekers from all parts of the world.” In

short, every inducement to pay a visit was prominently put forward before the “trave-ler,”

and who, therefore, could refuse to stop at Livingston with a railway to Cinnabar?

I had begun a cross-questioning about it all with a very intelligent railway servant at

Livingston, who was not quite so enthusiastic as charming “Alice,” when he presently said

—

“You should ask that gentleman standing there; he has returned only this morning.”

Accordingly, while we were waiting for our train, I found occasion to broach the subject. He

was still in his twenties, I should say, and therefore open to 86 the influence of novelty; but

his first observation was not exciting—

“It is very fatiguing; you have a long way to go for everything, you have to see.”

That was not a good start; nor was the next step much better; for, on asking whether the

Park was not as beautiful as “Alice” said it was, it became evident he did not think it was.

“Well, then,” said I, “do you really, after all, think the place is worth going to see, with all

the fatigue involved?”

“Um-m-m-m-m—yes,” said he, in reply; “oh yes; oh! it's certainly worth going to see, and

particularly as you have come so far.”

And with this impression I got into the Cinnabar train.

I was not quite alone, for in the course of my yesterday's journey I had made the

acquaintance of a pleasant American traveller, Mr. Foss by name, who was out for a

run, and was equally bound for the Park; and we kept companionship till our return to

Livingston.
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This line of railway follows up the banks of the Yellow Stone River. The Northern Pacific

line, it should be observed, had already run for several miles along this river, which is the

most important of the tributaries of the Missouri. After leaving Livingston, you presently

find yourself among the mountains, but of no very remarkable character. The chief among

them is called the Electric Peak, which rises

MAMMOTH HOT SPRINGS.

87 to eleven thousand feet above the sea, but, of course, shows nothing like that height

from the spot I speak of, though of a rather striking form. On the Cinnabar mountain there

is a strange-looking long scar from top to bottom, of no great height, and apparently

a landslip. As it looks mysterious, the good people here have followed old fables, and

attributed it to the Evil One. It is called “The Devil's Slide.” Perhaps the most remarkable

sight on the line was a most furious storm that overtook us.

At the station there was a great scramble for the carriages, and Mr. Foss and I managed

to get on a roof so as to see everything. The drive was interesting but not remarkable.

When we came to the hotel we were more or less among mountains, but the chief object

of attention was the huge mass of carbonate of lime and magnesia, deposited through

many ages from the hot springs, which still run, or rather trickle. The mass is, indeed,

enormous, but somewhat shapeless and unsightly; it, in fact, gives the name to the hotel—

the Mammoth Hot Springs Hotel—being itself exactly that, a mammoth. We did not explore

this giant till our return, but at the moment were only somewhat astonished that what we

saw should look so symmetrical and so white in its photograph. But portraits are always

flattering.

We found it best to fall in with the general arrangements, and to take the wide open car

of several cross seats. Our “round ticket” was for six days from and back to Cinnabar,

including a visit to the 88 Grand Cañon, or gorge, of the Yellow Stone River, and the time

was best distributed by keeping to the cars. So we started on the morning of Friday, the

16th, for the upper basin of the Great Geysers, this being, as it turned out, the one only
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great curiosity worth the long visit, except the cañon; and whoever goes to the Yellow

Stone Park must decide for himself what the real amount of interest he is likely to take in

such a phenomenon. We began by a long toiling pull with our four horses, and came at

last to what is called—and it is as well always to give a good name—“The Golden Gate.”

This represents a stream of water falling over rocks and covering them with lichens of

various colours, and principally bright yellow. This object would be well worth a pleasant

walk to see, but we had toiled up by a forest of insignificant pine trees, wholly uninteresting

and disappointing to me and to my companion; and I will here say at once that, during the

whole fifty-four miles to the Upper Geysers, only the same class of timber, all small, and

many burnt barren, were to be seen, while the prairies were rough and coarse, and the

hills wholly without engaging feature.

At early dinner hour we arrived at what is called Norris Basin, where we dined. Thence

we went on to what is called Firehole Hotel, and here we changed everything, coachman,

car, and horses. The coachman Harris, at whose side I sat, had been very civil, but had an

ugly habit—it was only that of pulling a large biscuit out of his pocket and tearing off a 89

mouthful; but, then, that biscuit was tobacco. Of this habit by-and-by; if scarcely excusable

in a Yellow Stone coachman, how abhorrent in a frequenter of drawing-rooms! Our next

man—of whom anon—was called Lambert. We presently came to what are called the

Lower Geysers, not worth the journey, and to what are called “The Paint-Pots,” because

the boiling waters in two open cauldrons are coloured by the sulphur, or What not, with

which they are charged. We might have passed through what is more graphically than

delicately described as Hell's Half Acre, but this was specially reserved for the next day,

as we were rather late. As we came nearer and nearer to the Upper Geysers, the stunted

forests showed more and more signs of having been largely burnt, and this was explained

as having been an act of the so-called Indians when driven out of these fastnesses, who

burned the forest behind them to prevent the pursuit of the American army.

We came to our destination at about six or perhaps seven o'clock, for supper, and,

passing along part of the Great Geyser bed, stood at last on the verandah of the hotel,
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and had a full view of the scene before us. The enormous extent of the white formation,

and the grouping of the projections whence the geysers from time to time play, must be

unique in the world. All lies in front of the hotel, and it involves a very long walk to visit

all the surface. The geysers, large and small, extending over this (so to speak) white

territory, are said to be fifty in 90 number; the large ones bear the several curious names

of Old Faithful, the Bee-Hive, Castle, Splendid, Grand, Giantess, Giant, Lion, Lioness

and Cubs, etc., etc. But herein. lies the great disappointment and drawback: they never

go off altogether except in a picture. You may even lose days to see nothing but: the

ridiculously named “Old Faithful;” and thus the impression of this visit to what we are

told is the “grandest country, spectacularly, God Almighty has made,” and that it is “the

Supreme Builder's own design and completion,” turns out disappointing. For our own part,

we were not over-fortunate; Old Faithful, of course, we saw, for he goes off every seventy

minutes or so, and is scarcely five minutes from the hotel. He is the mainstay of the visit,

and yet, if you want to see the others, he at last begins to be almost a sort of nuisance.

For ourselves, the first thing we heard on our arrival was that the Castle had just gone off,

“about an hour ago,” and that the Grand had played “yesterday.” On the Saturday morning

we were told that the Grand and the Giant had both been playing in the night; while the

Beehive was disappointing everybody, as it had never been quiet for so long an interval.

All that was accorded to us was a sudden call at supper on this last day, when some one

came rushing in to say the large Cub had begun, and that the little one and the Lioness

were sure to follow. And so they did; but the Lioness gave little more than a growl and lay

down again, while the Cubs only behaved like cubs.

OLD FAITHFUL.

91

But on the afternoon of the Saturday we took a long walk over the vast formation with

the deputy superintendent, Mr. Weimar, and, even without the geysers, the numerous

cauldrons of water, more than boiling and clear as crystal, were most interesting and

astonishing to behold. Some little movement did take place with the Castle, but not worth
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seeing; in the upper distance, however, Old Faithful looked remarkably well, and it so

happened that one of his bursts took place just as a setting sun shone full upon him, and

painted all his spray with an aërial mass of prismatic colouring.

No doubt, when you have seen one geyser you have seen all. Old Faithful rises from 120

to 150 feet, and exhibits all the characteristics of the group. Yet when you have come

so far, and there might be so much to see, you naturally want to see it, or at least some

decent portion of it. What a pity it is some electric current cannot be set in motion so as

to set all the geysers spouting!—something like the usual dwarf at a wax-work show,

who stamps his wand upon the ground and sets all the eyes a-rolling and all the chins a-

chopping. But Nature gives this one severe lesson to that so great item of hers, called

Man. She is utterly careless about calling attention to herself. She cares not if nobody be

looking at her when she performs, and she cares not to perform when she is being stared

at by Expectation.

Among those who had come at the same time as ourselves, but with his own party, was

a tall man 92 in black, with a tall hat and narrow shirt-collar, whom I took for a “reverend”

of some sort. He had seen nothing more than we had, and was going “right straight away

back,” without visiting the Grand Cañon, but was expressing himself as mightily pleased at

“all” he had seen.

“I shall tell that to all my friends, how mighty pleased I've been.”

“That man is acting up to his own preaching of content and thankfulness,” I said.

“What do you mean?” asked Mr. Foss.

“Why didn't you hear what this parson said?”

“Parson! He's no parson; he's a railway swell, and has an interest in all our tickets to this

place.”
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Thus was I confuted and his virtues well explained.

I remember, some many years ago, at Warwick, having been permitted to join the warm

commercial room as a “foreigner,” and a coxcombical little man coming in, and highly

praising the tea, and talking of his “client.” When he went out I said to a jolly, unaffected,

redfaced linen commercial, “That man's not a lawyer.”

“No such thing, sir.”

“Then what does he mean by talking of his ‘client’?”

“Oh, it's a foolish way he has! He's in the tea line, sir, and was praising his own goods.”

Thus was tea at Warwick vaunted, and thus these disappointing geysers at Yellow Stone

Park follow in the same wake. But why this ecclesiastical garb?

93

I understand that very warm disputes and discussions have been going on as to whether

all this vast phenomenon is the result of volcanic, or only of chemical, action. Certainly

the whiteness of the whole formation and the total absence of sulphur is to be noted as

peculiar. One little man was there, of a dry and disputative-looking disposition, who was

strongly of the chemical persuasion. He had also been much put out by the obstinate

silence of the Beehive—a silence, however, which coincided with his views, as, if chemical

only, the action will wear out.

“How tiresome this Beehive is,” I said.

“Bah!” replied he. “The thing is done for; it will never play again.”

He afterwards followed me to see Old Faithful, and while there still continued his views

upon the subject, growing warmer and warmer, as if I had contradicted him, who was

rather drawing him out, when suddenly the prefatory grumbling began, and the great
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geyser mounted, as if in derision and contradiction. This was too much for him altogether;

he shook his stick and cried, “Nothing but a chemical, after all!” It appeared he was in the

habit of thus holding forth to strangers. He turned away and left me, and the unabashed

Old Faithful played his accustomed part and sank down for his accustomed interval of

repose, certain to rise again.

Our time being now exhausted for the geysers, we started on Sunday morning, the 18th

of July, for the Grand Cañon, the upper and lower Falls of the Yellow 94 Stone River. The

weather was rainy. For this course we had to return to the Fire Hole Hotel, and ought to

have seen what is called Hell's Half Acre on our Way. I was inside, and Mr. Foss was on

the box. How it happened I cannot say, but the coachman, Lambert, in utter violation of

express arrangement, and for some unknown reason, carried us by without stopping. It

was a distinct imposition, and when we arrived at the Mammoth Hot Springs Hotel again,

we reported him by letter to the general manager, whom, however, I could not get to see.

What steps were taken in the matter I know not; but I record the fact, for if travellers are

liable to have these tricks played upon them by saucy coachmen, the excursion, and those

who arrange it at a price, will fall into disrepute. Everybody else was very civil and obliging.

This Half Acre, however, depends for its attractions upon an immense geyser which,

like the rest, is very capricious in its action, while in its mere self the Half Acre cannot be

otherwise than such a formation as we had already seen.

Of the drive to the cañon I cannot say more than I have done of our former one. It cost us

forty-six miles, and was of same dreary and uninteresting character. At last we came to the

hotel, a wooden house in the wood. The afternoon was wet, but we mounted our ponies

and rode for the river with the guide to the “points.” The visit was not a satisfactory one, as

more time should be allowed; but of the great beauty of the two Falls, most especially

GLIMPSE OF THE GREAT FALLS.

95 of the great Fall, there can be no question. The cañon, which is really Spanish for

“a tube,” consists of lofty banks on both sides of the rushing stream, composed of
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disintegrated rocks and earth, the precipices being some fourteen or fifteen hundred feet

high, and tinted with every colour. I can give no better idea of this last particular feature

than by making a comparison with the colours of little Alum Bay in the Isle of Wight. You

must get off your horse and get on to projecting heads in order to look down. The views

thus obtained are quite astonishing. You have a long perspective scene up stream, with

the waterfall at the head, the height of which is given as 362 feet. “Inspiration Point” (an

expression which is as popular as “Golden Gate” among the Americans) is the farthest

point you are taken to; but, being here, I saw that a little farther on a singularly picturesque

formation of integral rocks would be brought to view, and persuaded the guide to take us

there, charging him thenceforth to take every one to the same spot. With a bright shining

sun, with which we were not favoured, the whole variegated grandeur must be here

enchanting. The rain kept interrupting us, but I could not resist drawing on the patience

of Mr. Foss, who had been too patient with the saucy coachman, and at last, after a

final stretch of our necks, we galloped back through the wood to the hotel. It is, indeed,

altogether rather a stretch-neck piece of scenery. We did not ascend Mount Washburn,

which is so much talked about, and 96 I feel pretty certain (at all events, according to my

own ideas of viewing, scenery) that you would be too high for catching the real beauties.

As to the general panorama round, I cannot understand in what its enchantment can

consist, considering the ugly country we had passed through, though Professor Hayden,

in his report to Congress, is quoted as having written of the “throbbing heart” and “the

fearless eye” and “the soul expanding” as “you look around you.” The cañon itself is the

speciality. However, perhaps Congress wanted waking up for the occasion of granting

money for improvements, this being the object of the report.

On Monday morning, the 19th, we prepared to start in our large car for the Mammoth Hot

Springs Hotel again, but on coming out to take our seats, we observed that something

was wrong with certain other passengers who had arrived in their own carriage. The case

turned out to be that, during the night, their horses had been stolen or had strayed—a very
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ugly predicament indeed for people to find themselves in, and a matter which ought to be

known for the caution of others.

Our twelve miles to Norris' Basin lay through a wood, the road or passage (it was not the

first, and scarcely the second) having been only just cut, and full of stumps, which were

outnumbered only by the mosquitos. We, however, managed to reach Norris, and thence

returned to the Mammoth. I confess that, for my own part; I felt heartily glad when all

THE GRAND CAÃNON-YELLOWSTONE RIVER.

97 these distances had been accomplished, and I was off the wheels and on my legs

again.

We spent Tuesday, the 20th, at the Mammoth, and went over the huge deposit with Mr.

Hornyold and Mr. Adeane, two very pleasant English travellers, who had come through

America from India on their way home, and whom we had met once or twice in the Park.

I don't think their estimate of it would differ greatly from my own. As regards the deposit,

its great characteristic is its enormous size; it is enormous. Its beauty, however, is quite

another question, or not one at all. It contains a hot “Devil's Kitchen.” Mammoth is its

real name. My memory of travels took me back by comparison to the baths, Hammam

Meskoutine, near Bone, in Algeria. There, indeed, is beauty as well as strangeness, and

among other objects one can never be obliterated—a large and lovely solid Fall, once of

water, but now of solid carbonate of lime, so largely deposited from the hot springs that the

waters literally stopped up their own course at last, and had to find another outlet.

On Wednesday morning, the 21st, we all went down together by coach to Cinnabar, and

thence to Livingston again—my companions to join the main line, I alone for the far west

still.

Thus ended the excursion to the Yellow Stone National Park. It occupied six days to

and from Livingston with a round ticket, costing forty dollars, or about £8, and it involved

in all a distance to and fro of 260 miles. If I were asked what I asked my H 98 friend at
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Livingston before starting, I fancy the reply might be the same: “Um-m-m-m-m—yes, oh

yes! it's certainly worth going to see.” And this, notwithstanding the fact that, just as we

were leaving, there came in a taunting telegram from above—“The Beehive is in full play.”

From Livingston, accordingly, we started at 1.23 in the afternoon—I for Portland, and

thence to Tacoma, for Victoria, in Vancouver's Island, another distance through of 1025

miles, being 880 miles to Portland, and 145 more to Tacoma. This involved two more

nights “on board,” that is to say, until after six o'clock on the evening of Friday, the 23rd.

But the long journey was to be sweetened by a vast variety of very fine country, and

especially by a some hours' run along the charming banks of the justly far-famed Columbia

river, where it divides the two territories of Washington and Oregon, after flowing down

from its far-away sources among the Rocky Mountains of British Columbia. And all through

these remote western districts, while we are snatched along from beauty to beauty amidst

streams and mountains with so much facility, and even comparative luxury, one's thoughts

return to the two great explorers, Lewis and Clarke, who, in the now distant year of 1805,

over ragged hills and rocks and precipices, over naked, sunburnt plains, hot, worn out,

hungry and thirsty, and almost without resources, found their way through districts where

the now comparatively pampered traveller can with ease indulge in his sport, his 99

curiosity, and his pleasure. For those whose object it is to loiter among imposing scenes

of Nature, there is enough in Montana, Washington, and Oregon to engage attention and

secure delight for months, and the two illustrated books which the Northern Pacific Railway

Company put into their travellers' hands, written by Mr. Fee, of St. Paul, their general

passenger agent, offer an admirably suggestive outline. This thrusting through of a railway

to the shores of the Pacific was indeed a mighty enterprise; but all, even now, is new, and

the future will have a future, and again another future, before these regions will really know

their powers and have made them known.

Independently, however, of being a mere wanderer among these scenes, the traveller who

is whirled through them is still privileged to great enjoyment of them. If he has not dwelt

minutely upon certain points and exhausted certain entire districts, he remembers at the
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end of his day's journey an enormous number of crowded delights, while at the same time

he has had the satisfaction of being rapidly carried over stretches of country from time to

time wholly uninteresting, as must occur everywhere; and this will surely be the reflection

of any one who runs through the whole course, at once, between Livingston and Tacoma.

We arrived at Helena, the capital of Montana, surrounded by its mountains, at about half-

past seven in the evening. There my companions left me, and shortly afterwards daylight

followed their example. 100 Thus we ran through the curtained night of Pullman's cars,

naturally missing some of the fine scenery, the whole of which it was quite impossible to

realize, until morning broke, and all was again full sunshine about a station bearing the

happy name of “Paradise”—a happy valley. At Heron, however, we were put back an hour

on our onward course, for we passed out of Mountain Time into Pacific Time. Thus it came

to be that, after arriving there at ten minutes past ten, and staying a quarter of an hour

for breakfast, we left at twenty-five minutes past nine. Let me call special attention to the

scenery about the river, Clarke's Fork, and the lake called Pend d'Oreille, and take the rest

for granted till we come to the choice scenery of the lower Columbia river at the Dalles, in

Oregon, which we did not reach until peep of day—at half-past four on the Friday morning.

Meanwhile Thursday, the 22nd, ran on, like the train, with its heat and dust and jolting, but

with well-appointed meals in the dining-cars, and pleasant passengers—all ready to oblige

and full of information, and with every now and then a talk about “the old country;” for one

or two had been there, and had returned well pleased with all they had seen, and with the

manner in which they had been treated.

Among other passengers there was one of an evidently very inquiring and even cross-

questioning mind, who, after certain casual remarks, seemed anxious to engage me in

conversation, particularly on finding out that I had been to the Yellow Stone 101 Park,

which he had not seen, but wanted to see. I could not help putting him a sort of home

question as to his motives in moving about, when he declared himself to be a travelling

correspondent for one of the New York papers, picking up notes on all things, seen or
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unseen. I told him my own opinion as already expressed, and in the course of my remarks

used the word “hideous” as regarded the prairie parts, and the word “toothpicks” as

regarded the pine-trees. These two expressions seemed highly to amuse him, and when I

afterwards used the word “ugly,” he pulled me up at once, and said—

“No, sir, no; hideous, if you please. A good word that; I like it—hideous.”

Perhaps it was a strong one, but if really so, the guide-book exaggerations are to be

blamed for it. Our conversation branched off into various topics. He would find, or try to

find, some keen observation about everything, and had an amusing habit of screwing

up his face, and winking an eye, and chuckling with enjoyment. Among other matters

I mentioned to him, as belonging to the Press, the somewhat coarse mode of heading

paragraphs, of which he did not seem to feel at all aware.

“Give me one,” he said. “We're not so over-particular, and it is necessary to attract

attention.”

“Well,” I replied, “in your police reports the other day I read a very funny one. A man was

fined for insulting a female, and the heading was ‘He hugged the wrong woman.’”

102

The facial twist, the winking eye, and the relishing chuckle immediately displayed

themselves.

“Don't you write like that in the old country? That's spicy! Give me another.”

“Butler cocks his eye.”

“Good again.”

One or two others of the same class followed, concerning which he more or less

concurred, but still enjoyed my repetition of. But one he quite supported, and could not
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understand the objection. It was on the report of a case in court where an attorney had

incurred the censure of the judge for his conduct of a certain suit—surely a serious

subject. But what was the heading? “Judge Tulley gives an Iowa attorney a good ‘going

over.’” That he thought was quite “c'rrect.” And of these eccentricities the American Press

throughout is full. That is the point—people's attention must be attracted, and the heading

is the bait, spiced for the palate. He left the train in the course of the afternoon, and I lost

a very amusing companion. On bidding me good-day, he waved his hand and cried—“But

remember, sir, remember—‘hideous’ and ‘toothpicks,’ ‘hideous’ and ‘toothpicks.’” And

thus, in fond appreciation, I obey him, and if he sees this book he will see these words.

At dawn on the Friday, as I have said, our train reached the Dalles, and here the grand

scenery of the Columbia river begins, and lasts for some three hours, by railway. Round

curves, through short tunnels, 103 over grand tressel bridges you are carried on, with a

never-ending succession of the most impressive pictures. At the station some four or five

of the passengers left us, as seems to be the fashion, to take boat upon the river itself, and

rather pressed me to join them. But I declined, for, whatever the beauty of a river may be,

I have long since decided for myself that if you can get a fair sloping foreground in front

of you, and look down upon the bosom of the winding stream itself, illuminating all things

round with that special beauty which a river peculiarly imparts, you ought not to be upon

the water itself. As regards the Columbia, this is strikingly the case, for the line always runs

higher than the river, and you look down upon it as a perfect object in the midst of bold and

lofty surroundings. But you should be upon the platform of the car, and you should be ever

ready to lean over at any given point to catch the beauties of your course. No objection

can be fairly taken that you thus see only one side of the river; for the line winds about on

shore, to meet the engineering difficulties of the winding stream in so serpentine a manner

that you are constantly enabled to look for miles down the very centre of the current from

the very spot where you stand. At the Dalles we caught sight of the snow-capped Mount

Hood to our left; and further onwards, near Portland, in turn, Mounts Jefferson, Adams,

and St. Helen's came into view. At Multnomah Falls station, where we arrived 104 at about
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half-past eight, the train was stopped for a certain time to allow of our walking up to the

Falls, which are close by. They are well worth visiting, for they do not consist merely of

a naked rush of water over a naked rock. They lie in a beautifully clothed and beautifully

coloured apse of rock; the Falls are double; the highest, of seven hundred feet, descends

into a lovely circular pool, the overflowings of which make the second, which roll over

another dressed and variegated precipice of some hundred and sixty feet. The scene at

the skirt of the wood at the bottom is exquisitely picturesque, while, to obtain a full view of

the pool, an open range of wooden steps has been carefully erected so as not to interfere

or offend. The Northern Pacific do well to make this special halt, but where they woefully

fall short of both their duty and interest is in their neglect to put on an Observation Car at

the Dalles. It is an omission that calls out loudly for remedy.

Those of us who were bound for Tacoma passed through Portland (which I afterwards

visited), without stopping, and joined the train for Tacoma. Mount Adams, with all his

snow, shone forth gloriously on our right in making this last journey, and we arrived at

the appointed time at the large hotel at Tacoma. From this very rising, but to the stranger

somewhat uninteresting town of already 8000 inhabitants, it had been my intention to

start on the following day, Saturday. But there was no daily boat on that day, because

at Victoria they do not like Sunday arrivals, 105 though they do not object to Sunday

departures; and, therefore, neither thence nor hence could the return boats work on the

Saturday. But on the evening of Sunday we were released, and sailed forth on Puget

Sound. One object in the distance, however, there was which engaged and, indeed,

monopolized my attention—Mount Tacoma. As a fine snow and glacier mountain, it stands

in the very first rank of all my own mountain remembrances. Towards sunset it took on the

very choicest of hues, partly owing to an atmospheric effect produced by the smoke arising

from the forest fires, so frequent and so extensive in these regions at this particular period

of the year. But this colouring of the air is too often deepened into gloom, and conceals

rather than adorns. On my second evening, Saturday, the smoke was far too dense for the

picture, and I missed my sunset gaze while sitting in the long open verandah of the hotel,
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yearning after the view of the Friday. This was most disappointing, but perhaps has served

to render all the more vivid my one recollection of Mount Tacoma.

CHAPTER VI. BRITISH COLUMBIA—THE CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY.

Sunday, the 25th of July,. was a dull, heavy day, nor did the depressing view of a large,

shallow salt-water lake in front of the hotel serve to enliven its hours, which hung upon us

till half-past six in the evening, when we went on board the steamer for Victoria. Thus I left

the States, but only to return after I had paid my visit to British Columbia. I must confess

that I had not prepared myself for any fine scenery in Puget Sound, and I realized my

anticipations in this respect. We passed what I should describe as merely low islands,

very numerous and flat, and covered with dull dark pine trees, of no striking character in

themselves. Whether the scene might have been enlivened by mountain scenery beyond,

I know not, for the forest fires had spread their smoke abroad to a very disagreeable

extent. We touched at Seattle on our way, and arrived at Victoria at about one o'clock

in the afternoon on Monday, the 26th. Here I went to the Driard House Hotel, kept by

Messrs. Redon and Hartnagel, where I found 107 everybody very attentive, but every

room unfortunately occupied. This so happened because all the intending excursionists

to Alaska were still crowded there, the expected periodical steamer not having arrived

at its appointed time from Portland to take them on. Nor was it until quite towards the

night that a private lodging could be found for me. Not only were the Alaska passengers

a burden to the hotel, as they were, of course, to themselves but it so happened that Sir

John Macdonald was there, as well as Sir George Stephen and Mr. Van Horne of the

Canadian Pacific Line. This, though an advantage in itself, contributed to the pressure

of the moment; while, to soothe any impatience natural to a newly arrived traveller with

his baggage, I was facetiously informed that “even the U.S. Chief Justice Waite had

had to wait.” While it is said that it is not unpleasant, being yourself at ease, to behold

another's difficulties, this sort of feeling is not equally excited by merely knowing that you

are in only equal difficulties with others, and as my—perhaps—chief object in coming to

Vancouver's Island had been to course over the vast mountain ranges of the Canadian
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Pacific Railway, I made up my mind to get out of the pressure and to be off upon this

mission as soon as possible. I therefore went to call on Mr. Alexander Munro, the manager

of the Hudson's Bay Company, to whom Mr. Armitt, the secretary in London, had been

good enough to give me a letter of introduction. On seeking my way there, I was labouring

108 under a piece of ignorance which (like so many others) travelling about has helped to

remove. For forth I went with this great hunting Company's name upon my mind, expecting

to find a glorious display of nothing but surpassing furs; whereas, what I found was a

large storekeeper's magazine, containing almost everything, great and small. I had had

no notion of the varied business carried on by this Company, nor to what extent these

remote western districts were dependent on them for their manifold necessities. Mr. Munro

received me with all courtesy, and, hearing of my wishes, immediately took me to the

offices of the Steam Packet Company that worked to Port Moody. There I learned that

Captain J. Irving, also connected with the railway, was going across on the following

(Tuesday) night to meet Mr. Abbot, the general manager of the line, to whom also I held a

letter, so that I immediately took my ticket to accompany him.

The whole of Tuesday being before me, I availed myself of letters which the chairman of

the Hudson's Bay Company had been good enough to furnish me with, and called on Sir

John Macdonald, with whom I had a long and pleasant interview, in the course of which

he strongly recommended me to go as far as Calgari on the line—that is, completely

through the mountain ranges, and on to the fertile plains below. The advice was excellent,

and the distance six hundred and thirty miles. I don't think I did much more that whole

day than gaze upon the beautiful 109 Olympian range of mountains, bold and sharp in

outline, and of dark blue rock, decked with adorning snow. I wandered about the town, and

wandered only, for there could not be much of very striking interest in Victoria, outside the

interest that one must naturally take in the dawn of a far west young city, precursor of its

undoubted day. The boat did not actually start till two o'clock on the Wednesday morning.

I had, therefore, no more grievances to growl about as regards a settled “location,” for I
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went on board the usual form of saloon boats out there after dinner, and passed the night

in a very comfortable bed.

At about one o'clock in the afternoon we arrived at Port Moody, after a passage without

any incident that rests on the memory, and Captain Irving at once introduced me to Mr.

Harry Abbot, who at once furnished me with a pass for Calgari. The train was also a matter

of “at once,” for it ran in connection with the boat, and it was a case of “Jump up, jump

up!” Mr. Abbot told me, to my great content, that he and Captain Irving were coming on

together the next day, and he recommended me, therefore, to stop at a place called Yale,

about ninety miles on, and there wait for them to go on together to Donald, four hundred

and forty-six miles, where they would stop on business. Meanwhile, my journey of to-day

was brightened by the companionship of Mr. Lacey Johnson, the master mechanic of the

line.

We arrived at Yale at the appointed hour, five minutes past seventeen o'clock. That is

the hour 110 marked upon the Time Table; for the Canadian Pacific Company, in view of

the long distances over which the line extends, have adopted the very sensible plan of

numbering the hours all through the twenty-four, without stopping at noon to begin again.

The fact is, that this last mode of counting is very puzzling in long journeys, so much so

that the Northern Pacific Company and the Burlington Line have resorted to the system

of printing the afternoon hours in what they call “heavy figures,” the morning hours being

printed in “light figures.” But the system of the Canadian Line is more scientific and more

convenient—a curious coincidence, by the way.

At Yale I went to the modest hotel which faces the rapidly rolling river Fraser, of which I

saw more anon. On the road hither the Pitt river shows certain scenery worth observing

as you pass, but you may expect more from the Fraser. Yale is now but a poor place,

yet there is a good station of the Hudson's Bay Company, where I bought several small

articles I stood in need of. The place (like many others) had been lively and prosperous

while the railway was in course of construction, and before it was a constituted station.
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Since receiving its title, however, its prosperity has dwindled. During the Thursday, and

until five o'clock in the evening, when I was to meet my friends from Port Moody, I walked

out at some small distance to see a remarkably picturesque waterfall, at a pool at the

end of a wooded gorge. The mode of getting there 111 was new to me. My directions

were, “Go over this hill, and then go over that, till you catch sight of a flume, and then your

best way is to get into the flume, and walk straight up it, till you come to the rocks and the

pool, and there you will find the Fall.” What is a flume? It is a very large long flat wooden

trough, built on uprights at a slope, and is used for carrying down large timber by means of

rushing water. When not in use, the water is diverted, and the flume is left perfectly dry. In

this state I found it a by no means unpleasant path, which, when filled with rushing water

bearing down rushing logs, it is easy to understand it could not well be.

Five o'clock, or rather, seventeen o'clock, came at last, and with it came Mr. Abbott and

Captain Irving; and then began our journey onward to Donald. The first feature of the

road was our entrance, at a short distance, into an ascending narrow gorge of the wildest

possible lofty rock scenery, where we met the Fraser river tearing down below us on our

right hand, a huge, frothing, hurrying, roaring mountain torrent. A certain mixture of gray

strata gave a peculiar effect to the wet masses through and over which it was dashing

and spreading polish. Here and there complete islands of rock opposed the waters, and

again a very narrow channel chafed them into redoubled rage. Meanwhile, we puffed and

snorted along with our own rattling, now in, and now out of short tunnels, realizing one of

those wild scenes which are to be found on vast continents, but are 112 beyond the scope

of our own small and modest island, and which, on railways, are rather more entertaining

to the curious traveller than to the shareholder. At twenty o'clock (for, as we are on the

Canadian line, you must read accordingly) we reached the Cisco station, and after passing

through a short tunnel beyond, crossed the Fraser, boiling far beneath us, by a fine and

daring iron bridge. This was the first exhibition of the varied mountain and river scenery

which I had come to see; nor merely to see, but also to realize, unscientifically, the amount

of engineering skill, and the enterprising spirit with which this mighty line had been thrust
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through apparently unpracticable regions—and this not for a small distance only, but for

a round six hundred miles—before reaching the level prairies. These begin with Canada

proper in the neighbourhood of Calgari, and extend for some thirteen hundred miles

eastward before any serious works are again encountered. One would naturally reverse

this picture, and calculate from Montreal to the Rockies; but, in point of fact, the great

difficulties of construction were encountered first. The line was worked from west to east,

so that, instead of the streams and mountains avenging themselves on the intruders for

former facilities, it was the prairies that rewarded them for having overcome the almost

unparalleled obstructions of the mountain ranges.

Of these mountain ranges, the line, as it starts from Port Moody for Calgari, has to

encounter no 113 less than four—the Cascades, the Gold Range, the Selkirks, and the

Rockies; and of torrential rivers it has to encounter no less than five—the Fraser, the

Thompson, the Illecillewaet (or, Raging Water), the Beaver, the Columbia, and the Kicking

Horse. Though rivers are for the most part a guide to the engineer, and point out to him,

like a guide, how he is to pass through by following them, yet it is necessary that this

should be done with some sort of civility. Your mountain torrent gives as much trouble

as it can, and often seems to say, “Follow me, if you can.” There is very much of this

seeming disposition among the above-named five; while as regards mountains, who are

invariably surly hindrances, the above-named ranges are stalwart vindicators of their race,

demanding in the Rockies, at a point called “Stephen,” after Sir George Stephen, no less

than a height of 5296 feet (the highest point of all), before opening a passage for the rails.

To attempt a full description of all I saw would be tedious, even if possible; and I may here

candidly say, that if any intending traveller wishes to inform himself minutely upon the

subject, he cannot do better than read the letters lately published by a correspondent in

the Times , and now in brochure, wherein he will find all that can be detailed of this most

remarkable railway district. I have just been reading his account, which has served to

remind me vividly of my excursion, except as regards the absurdly named Kicking Horse

Pass, for both 114 in going and coming our train passed through that district in the dark.
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Otherwise, I had a double opportunity as regards the rest; for in going I was in the stern

car, with Mr. Abbott and Captain Irving, who put up with all my requests for particulars

as Mr. Johnson had already done; and in returning, also in a stern car, I had the hind

platform all to myself, my only fellow-passenger being an uncle of the late Mr. Caldecott.

All, therefore, that I personally know of the Kicking Horse Pass is its name, and that I have

twice passed over it in the dark. This name, by the way, seems to have been given (as

many names are) from an absurd event. A certain Dr. Hector appears to have been kicked

by a horse while engaged in an exploring party, and thus a noble work of art in a noble

scene of nature is stamped with an ignoble name.

“How fleet is the glance of the mind!”

I am suddenly brought to “think of my own native land” in connection with this theme,

where a royal incident is said to have given a name to a not noble quarter—Horsley down.

The association is by contrariety. Many years ago I was being led through that district (I

believe I was still in jackets), through the astounding smells of tan yards, with their heaps

of green skins, for the purpose of being shown an old-fashioned sign-board, perpetuating

the incident that local legend asserts gave the original name in question. While King

Charles (some say King John) 115 was riding through the quondam meadows there, his

horse suddenly lay down. There the scene is painted, and thence the corrupted name

springs, or is curiously supposed by some to spring.

The mind being fleet enough to get back again to the British Columbian ranges, I cannot

but particularly mention the scenery about “Ross Peak Siding” and “Glacier Hotel,” in the

Selkirk range. It was on Friday, the 30th of July, at about half-past nine in the morning,

that we began this ascent, ushered in by forests of very large pine trees, extending for

many miles, and mixed with magnificent cedar trees—not the aristocratic fan-branched

tree, but of another species, chiefly remarkable for vast, straight, lofty trunks. By-and-by

glacier mountains began to appear, and we to ascend the great loop-line of the railway. In

the lower part of this was a huge curving tressel bridge. There are five miles of loop, with
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a rise of about 1800 feet. When you come to the top you are at the Glacier Hotel, where

we found the Company were building an extra wooden one. The mountains round are

glorious; Ross Peak, Mount Hermit, Carrol Mountain, Macdonald Peak, and others, this

latter (not too large to harmonize with the others) claiming an altitude of some 11,000 feet;

while immediately in front of you, and behind the new hotel, is displayed a wide-extending

glacier, by far the largest of all, and large enough to take a leading place in Switzerland.

It is very easy of access, appears to be singularly free of crevasses, 116 and, in any well-

peopled districts, would, I am sure, be constantly covered with excursionists. With all

this majesty of nature surrounding you, walk back and look down into the chasm whence

you have mounted. There goes the loop, folding some half-dozen times, like a long rope

curving to and fro; and while I look, behold a goods train coming slowly up; and now it is

passing over the largest of the many tressel bridges. What scenery could this whole scene

not claim to rank with? But there are some persons, perhaps, who would rather be reading

some black-letter jargon about mere brain-pictures. The summits of the Selkirk Pass I

have marked as being at a height of 4300 feet.

By-and-by we come to the Beaver gorges, and, according to my notes, it is in these

districts that, while that river is roaring along at a vast depth on our right, we cross one of

its tributaries rushing from above, at Beaver Creek or Stony Creek, by the largest tressel

bridge in the world, being 284 feet in height, and 600 feet in length. There is another even

longer, but not quite so high. In short, through scenes like these, as you defiantly move

along among the exciting chaos, there is a species Of delight in the very confusion of the

impressions that are produced, and haggling about measurements and localities appears

a desecration. At last we are on the flats at Donald, and I leave my friends behind me.

Hence I started at 16 o'clock—that is, 4, by vulgar time, in the afternoon—and began

the Rockies district only towards dusk in the evening. What I did see 117 by no means

equalled what I had seen; but I will say no more, because I saw no more. We arrived at

Calgari at three o'clock in the morning, on Saturday, the 31st of July.
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And now, if Calgari by-and-by becomes a large city, I shall be able to say (if still alive)

that I saw it in its very beginnings. I have certainly seen, in reality, a city trying to begin,

and already the hotel, only partly built, is called “The Royal.” There is also a newspaper,

and there are stores. Plenty of the well-known corrugated iron is converted into use, if

not beauty. I verily believe, from all I could gather, that this spot, situated as it is in the

northwest of Canada, with almost unbounded capacities for corn and cattle around, is

destined to become the focus of an immense thriving population. The grazing lands are

spoken of as embracing four thousand square miles. Cattle already abound. The beef I

ate from the rude kitchen was excellent. Americans are coming in to secure land, and on

the very day I was there one of them arrived for the purpose of “locating” five hundred

horses. They have not yet any great building which they call their Law Courts, and if they

cannot have anything better than the cumbrous and inconvenient lump of ugliness that

now adorns the neighbourhood of our Temple Bar, God forbid they ever should have!

I naturally did not stay long at Calgari, but took the return train, the time of which—23

o'clock—I could not control; and therefore, as before observed, 118 I again passed the

Rockies in the dark. No scene suffered by the repetition, and that of the Glacier Station

showed to greater advantage in returning. On the Sunday night we saw vast stretches of

the pine forests in flames, showing fire such as turpentine can produce; and in the course

of the afternoon, being startled by a sudden furnace heat that came upon us, we presently

found ourselves flying by a large burning cord of wood at the roadside. These blazing

masses are very dangerous, and on one occasion some of the Company's cars were

burned from this cause. The number of snowsheds, as so many of us have seen them in

the Italian Passes, also struck me on my return; not so much so, however, as the number

that would to all appearances be still required. The line, also, from Port Moody to Savonas,

which the Dominion Government had constructed by way of a subsidy, looked very loose

and ragged in many of its cuttings, and would not, in that state, have been accepted of

a contractor by any engineer. No doubt all this will be set right. A line is not made till it

is finished according to all the rules of slope, etc., which constitute safety. Since I was
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there the railway has been finally completed to Vancouver Town, its natural and necessary

terminus, at a distance of 2900 and odd miles from Montreal. Here a late fire has afforded

an opportunity of building in a becoming manner what will now be called the “Terminal

City.” Here, also, there is a fine and protected roadstead, surely soon to appear full of the

life of commerce; nor shall 119 I forget in connection with this subject that I saw the first

cargo of tea from the east (their west) pass up the line in two separate goods trains, the

greater part of which, I was informed to my surprise, was destined for New York. On the

evening of Monday I came as far as Port Hammond, and passed a bright, quiet evening on

the pretty Fraser river down to New Westminster. On Tuesday morning, the 3rd of August,

I took the boat at seven o'clock, and we arrived at Victoria at about two in the afternoon,

with a fine stream to run us down.

At Victoria I, of course, found all the Alaska party long gone away, and plenty of room at

the hotel, where every attention and civility were paid. But Victoria is not yet old enough

to offer such house accommodation as is to be found at the Montreal hotel. In this respect

the traveller experiences a great falling off in more cases than one. Victoria, however,

must be allowed time to grow. She has hitherto been comparatively unknown; but the

Canadian Pacific Railway being now open throughout, and intercourse with the States

through their north-western ports being certain to become important, a few years only

should serve to create a large and prosperous city, with which a visitor of to-day, returning

after an interval, would find it difficult to associate the mere infancy of to-day.

It was at Victoria that I first found the Chinese doing all the service of the hotel, instead of

the negro, They are very quiet and attentive, and, among the 120 very mixed population

of Victoria, form an important feature in all domestic requirements. That their presence

should excite jealousies is very natural, but there is room for all.

It is curious to note that this Vancouver's Island, though more distant than the mainland

of British Columbia, was constituted a colony nine years before the latter, the two dates

being 1849 and 1858. In 1866 they were united under the name of British Columbia. This
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title is still held, but in 1871 the whole district, extending on the mainland of the eastern

ridges of the Rockies, became a province of Canada. In a pamphlet, full of information,

published by the Dominion Government, British Columbia is called “The western face of

Canada.” It has a coast line of about six hundred miles on the Pacific Ocean, comprising

innumerable bays, harbours, and inlets, with an area of 341,305 square miles; it also

enjoys a fine climate. The dimensions of Vancouver's Island (so named from the navigator,

George Vancouver, who had served as a midshipman under the famous Captain Cook)

are given as of three hundred miles in length, with an average breadth of sixty miles,

containing an area of about 20,000 square miles. Minerals of all sorts form the chief

resource of the province, and a few days after I left, the island railway to Nanaima, about

seventy-five miles distant on the eastern coast, where the principal coal pits are worked,

was inaugurated in the presence of Sir John Macdonald. In quality the Vancouver Island

bituminous 121 coal is said to be superior for all practical purposes to any other on the

Pacific coast; so much so that nearly two-thirds of the sea-borne Pacific coast coals

received annually at San Francisco are from Vancouver's Island. An interesting excursion

may be made from Victoria to the harbour of Esquimault, to the west of Victoria, used from

time to time as a British naval station; and on Thursday, the 4th of August, all was alive

there with a great holiday, when many of the natives displayed their pastimes, manners

and capacities.

I did not leave Victoria before Tuesday, the 10th of August, but should not have stayed

so many days except from a desire to accompany the next excursion to Alaska. The

periodical boats start from Portland, and the company have an office at Victoria, where

they always touch. But I soon found it was a sort of “touch and go” whether you could rely

on any exact information there; in short, I gave up this little “voyage of discovery” as being

very profitless and misleading, and commenced telegraphing to Portland. Even so, I soon

found that, under the circumstances then existing, the only mode of ensuring a cabin to

Alaska was not only by taking it from Portland, but by taking it at Portland. I do not care to

record all the “to's and fro's,” but such was my desire to visit that arctic scene of solitude
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and silence, and to realize the stupendous and imposing glaciers that adorn its ocean, that

I would not abandon my hope until the last. And at the last 122 there came a telegram to

say that a certain cabin had been reserved for me, with the words added, “Speak to the

purser.”

On the 10th the Ancon arrived, and forthwith I went down to “speak to the purser.”

“You have a cabin reserved for me,” I said.

“Yes, sir, I have,” said the purser. So far, so good; but he also added words, “But I don't

think you'll like it.”

This from the purser himself rather shot through me. “What do you mean?” I asked.

“Well, sir, it is very small, and close to the paddles.”

“Can I see it?”

“Oh yes, but not at the present moment, for it&s full of our potatoes!”

Imagine the scene! All he could say more was that, if I would wait till we were out at

sea, he would try (but could not promise) to do better for me. The thought would have

immediately come to any one that if I trusted to that sort of speculation I might find myself

“at sea” in a double sense when it was too late to retreat, so I flung up Alaska altogether,

telegraphed to Portland that their potato-cabin was an insult, and began to think more

definitely of what had been smouldering in my mind—a visit to the Sandwich Islands

instead. To this I had been moved yet a little more and more by conversations with Mr.

Hutchinson, an American merchant of San Francisco, who had been there some years

previously, 123 and who had given me the encouraging information that the passage was

one of only seven days from San Francisco, whereas I had supposed it to last a fortnight.

Within the next hour, therefore, my ticket was taken for that night back to Tacoma, on

my road to Portland, and I was bound for the Islands. Returning to the hotel, and further
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conferring with Mr. Hutchinson on my resolution, he at once suggested that I should wait

for his return to San Francisco in ten days or a fortnight, when he would be able to give me

letters of introduction. As I should not require ten days to see San Francisco, and as I was

measuring out my time so as to be able to visit the New England States during the glories

of their autumnal foliage, I settled to make my excursion to the Yo Semite Valley before

Mr. Hutchinson's arrival, and he accordingly furnished me with a letter to Mr. Miller, of the

“Yo Semite Tour Co.”

During the few days I was at Victoria I had an opportunity of making various

acquaintances, and among the number that of Mr. McLagan, of the Victoria Times. I had

also the opportunity of another interview with Sir John Macdonald, and was, moreover,

fortunate enough to meet Sir George Stephen and Mr. Van Horne, President and Vice-

President of the Canadian Pacific Company, to whom I had letters for delivery at Montreal,

but they were absent when I was there. Their views of the future of the line were bright,

and were confidently expressed, 124 and they both seemed to me to be large-headed men

(particularly the latter), who understood what they had been doing, and what they were

going to do. Hope is apt to be too speculative, but distrust is very far indeed from being

always wisdom. The world could never get on with only that sort of wisdom; and, for my

own part, I could not leave Victoria without feeling instinctively certain that there is to be

an active and extensive development in the near future of these now newly-awakened

districts of the globe. We call them remote, but remote from what? From ourselves; but we

likewise were once called remote. Who does not remember the old Virgilian line?—

“Et penitus toto divisos orbe Britannos.”

Yet we have since grown into wealth and power which were never so much as dreamed

of by those who scarce would recognize us. If, then, Berkeley's theory, that the “course of

empire” is moving west-ward, be realized, and the vast continent of North America come

to be occupied by as many hundreds of millions as it could support, may it not also come

to pass that Europe may be spoken of as the remote? But with all the present and still
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growing appliances for extending and quickening means of carriage and communication,

the word “remote” will never again bear its older meaning; and the distances on this earth-

ball (as the Germans call it, though, after all, it is more of a water-ball) will be practically so

diminished that we shall be enabled more clearly to 125 comprehend the very insignificant

speck indeed which it can present to its sun's really remote eye. And since my visit a

grand step has been taken by the English Government, in the establishment, with a grant

of State aid, of an Empire mail route to our East by the Canadian Pacific Railway—“The

Queen's Highway from Ocean to Ocean”—whereby an immense commercial current will

be eventually poured through these regions.

I went on board the Tacoma boat at about ten o'clock at night of the Tuesday, for it was

to leave at six o'clock the next morning, which it did, and I found myself at Tacoma again

at about five in the afternoon. The next morning's train left at 7.20, against which I had

nothing to say, for the forest fires completely shrouded the Tacoma mountain, of which

literally nothing could be seen. But there is a certain disappointment in getting up at a

bustling hour of the morning for only a slow train; and the one to Portland was a very slow

one, besides stopping at every station. Many of these stations evidenced a totally new

country. They were cut out from forests, and what houses were visible were built on grass

plains. A good deal of marsh land was visible, and signs of high-water floods. Meanwhile,

imagination might indulge itself by ranging among the dark surrounding solitudes. As

we approached Portland the river scenery became very impressive. We ran along the

Cowlitz, and crossed the Columbia—here sometimes called the Oregon—at the junction

of the two, 126 where a mighty breast of waters was spread before us. Then, running on

to Portland over many low tressel-bridges and amid much lumber, we came to that city

on the banks of another great tributary of the Columbia—the Willamette—which waters

the great Willamette valley, the largest valley in the State. At about twelve miles above

the confluence with the Columbia, on the west bank, Portland is finely situated, and no

other city can more vividly exemplify the effects of railway development. In the year 1870

it contained a population of only 1100; by 1880, as a result of the construction of the
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eastern section of the Northern Pacific line, and the approaching completion of the great

transcontinental system, the number had increased to 23,000. But in 1883 the population

was given as nearly 40,000. Although one hundred miles from the coast, Portland is

virtually a seaport, and vessels of 3000 tons may be seen loading at its wharfs; and in the

busy season a perfect fleet of merchantmen is employed in shipping the great wheat crop

of Oregon to Europe. The trade in tinned salmon from the Columbia is also very large;

but, considering the immense destruction that is going on amidst the almost fabulous

abundance of this fish in all these western waters, it seems possible that this item of

commerce may not be continuously so extensive. Its position is attractive and picturesque.

“It is a novel experience,” writes Mr. Fee in his pamphlet, from which some of these

particulars are taken, “to stand in the primæval forest which hugs the city 127 closely on

all sides, and look down upon the bustling activity of trade and pleasure. Here are the tall

pines and the dark thicket; there the masts, the smoky chimneys, and the dusty streets.”

From Robinson's Hill the view comprises the rivers and all the five mountains: Mounts

Jefferson and Hood, in Oregon, and, to the north, Mounts Adams and St. Helen's, with

Tacoma at a greater distance. There are many resident thriving merchants, whose villas

bespeak their wealth and adorn the suburbs. The climate is commendable as partaking

of the softness of the Pacific, in contrast with the harshness of the Atlantic Ocean; and it

is customary to compare the two Portlands in this respect. Portland in Maine is of rather

a lower latitude than Portland in Oregon, the former standing at about 43° north, and the

latter at about 46°. But the difference between the two climates, in favour of the latter, is so

marked, and was so often mentioned to me, that I offered the following distich:—

While Portland, Maine, lies wrapt in snow, In Portland, Oregon, the roses blow.

The boat for San Francisco, The State of California , was to start at midnight on Friday, the

13th of August, and I left my hotel accordingly—the Esmond—at something earlier than

that ghostly hour to get on board and go to bed. The morning of Saturday was fine, and

we soon came to Astoria, where we stayed for some time, in order to ship a large cargo of

tinned salmon. Here associations immediately arose connected 128 with all the events of
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1811, recounted by Washington Irving in his “Astoria”—of the original founding of it under

the mission of John Jacob Astor, in connection with the fur trade; of the dreadful fate of

Captain Thorn and his crew off a place called Neweetee, in Vancouver's Island; and the

subsequent blowing up of the Tonquin , crowded with natives, by Mr. Lewis, who himself

fell a voluntary self-victim in the explosion. On this spot, finally agreed upon, Astoria was

founded, under great difficulties and dangers, by McDougal, who obtained the title among

the native tribes, “the Great Small-pox Chief,” from his having successfully threatened to

let the small-pox out of a bottle, which he produced, if they showed any hostility, the loss of

the Tonquin having greatly tempted them to attack. Here, then, Astoria was founded, and

here it has grown in trade to what it appears to-day. This tinning trade in salmon recalls in

some sort the pork trade in Chicago, in connection with the vast slaughter of salmon that

takes place, and the rapidity of the tinning. There are several tinning establishments along

this lower part of the river, which presents no features in scenery that can be spoken of in

comparison with those above. Washington Irving copies from the second volume of Lewis

and Clarke's work an account of how the natives dried and packed their fish, the drying

reminding me of what I had seen in Norway; but the figures of to-day appear fabulous. For

example, I was told that in 1881,600,000 boxes were shipped, 129 each containing 40

tins, and each tin 8 lbs., so that in all there were 24,000,000 tins, and 192,000,000 lbs. of

salmon. What is to become of the salmon? At our own halt I thought we should never end

taking in boxes, but was told that the last season had been a poor one, and that our cargo

was but small!

Our passage down to Frisco (for thus is the sacred name of the Saint Francisco

irreverently, though conveniently, vulgarized) lasted us till seven o'clock on the morning

of Monday, the 16th of August. Our vessel trembled and shook to an unpleasant degree;

but this, we were informed, was owing to the great strength of her engines, a quality not

reasonably to be complained of;—otherwise it was without event.

The meeting of certain steamers, however, was an important feature of the passage, both

in itself and in the reflections it gave rise to. We had been warned that large holiday parties
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of what is called The Grand Army were visiting California, and that we might find ourselves

“crowded out.” In every sense, therefore, we were delighted to be meeting boatfuls of

these warriors, and quite sincerely responded to their retreating cheers. This Grand Army

is a remarkable institution. It is composed exclusively of those who fought for the North

in the late War of Secession, and has been constantly increasing in numbers, amounting

now (I was told) to some 250,000. Yet, I was assured, no animosities are thus kept alive;

on the contrary, good feeling seems to grow; and the following remarkable notice from

Philadelphia, taken from the K 130 Times of the 5th of July, 1887, strongly testifies to this

fact:—

“The 4th of July has been celebrated with the usual patriotic demonstrations throughout

the United States. A special feature of the celebration was a reunion of Federal and

Confederate soldiers on the Gettysburg battle-field, the occasion being the dedication of

monuments marking the positions on the field where the Philadelphia brigade of the Union

troops met and repulsed Pickett's charge. Eight hundred survivors of the Philadelphia

brigade and three hundred survivors of Pickett's charging column met on the field, where

many thousands of spectators had assembled, and held joint ceremonies, each side

testifying to the burial of animosities. Mrs. Pickett came with her husband's troops. The

festivities were continued all day, both organizations being encamped on the field.”

Hence it would appear that North and South both combine in this leading sentiment of to-

day—Union before all things.

131

CHAPTER VII. SAN FRANCISCO—YO SEMITE—MARIPOSA.

But if the absence of the Grand Army Detachments was a relief, the presence of

something else was a great disappointment to me; for on rounding to enter San Francisco

bay by the “Golden Gate”—that frequent, but here fairly applied, title—we found everything



Library of Congress

A fight with distances; the states, the Hawaiian Islands, Canada, British Columbia, Cuba and the Bahamas. http://www.loc.gov/resource/
lhbtn.01390

(as too often happens) in fog, and I was consequently deprived of realizing what every one

describes as a very grand entrance.

The Palace Hotel is the leading one of the city and it is built like a palace. I found here

the best bedrooms and baths in all the States, and, let me add, the best shoe-cleaning,

though always at the standard price. Chinese were again the serving-men for the rooms.

On entering the large centre quadrangle, you survey all the galleries of the inside rooms

to the very top. These are all let at a lower figure by a dollar than the outside ones, for one

of which, with bath, etc., I believe I paid five dollars a day, board and lodging included. So

up in the elevator you go, and your baggage follows. But first, as usual, your name is 132

entered at the large open bar called the office, where everybody is “glad to see you, sir.”

This hotel was built by a very enterprising man of the name of Ralston. He was a great

speculator, and a man of high notions. His hotel shows that what he undertook to do

he had the disposition to do well, and he appears to have been much respected. But

he overreached himself at last, and his end was not a happy one. He has left a fine

establishment behind him, which will maintain its character through many a year's

increasing importance of this surprising city.

My first step was to find out Mr. Miller, of the Yo Semite, which was not difficult, for his

office was but a few paces off, at the corner of the great long street called Market Street,

and my first surprise was to see the number of tramcars in the wide space opposite,

crossing and recrossing according to their rails, and all worked on the underground chain

system. It had a most dangerous appearance, but accidents are rarely heard of. This

system, I shortly came to know, is wonderfully extensive in Frisco and the suburbs, and

I had the opportunity of riding out, for even several miles, up hill and down at the same

uniform pace, curiously doubting now and then whether a sharp incline might not be

dangerous. In no other city of the world is this system so widely adopted as at Frisco. At

the Yo Semite office I found Mr. Miller, and took the usual round ticket for six days at some

reasonable price which I forget; and I also went down the long Market Street to the steam-
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packet 133 office, and secured a berth for the Hawaiian Islands, to start on the 28th of

August, which would give Mr. Hutchinson plenty of time to appear.

Now, the Chinese form a very important element in the population of Frisco, so three of

us at the hotel arranged, with a police guide, to visit their quarters on Monday evening,

the 16th. The first scene we realized was their theatre, where we paid four “bits” (the

audience pay two), and were taken on to the stage, thus finding ourselves standing almost

among the actors, and with a full view of the whole house. It was crowded. Now, a large

mass of faces is always a curious picture to look at, but a large mass of Chinese faces

was most particularly curious. The general appearance was, at first sight, one rather of

stolidity, partly arising perhaps from the small eyes of the race, and the sort of absent look

that attends them, to which add the flatness and yellowness of the countenance. But now

and then a Chinese laugh showed that these faces were quite alive to what was being

offered them for their amusement, and, what is more, we were told that they are really

very critical and exacting as to what they get for their money. The performance was most

extraordinary. Only one woman acted among the six or eight; for the rest, males appeared

for both sexes. The faces were highly painted, and the voices entirely put on, sounding

in high and rather squeaking notes. Meanwhile, there was plenty of jocose gesture, but

not much movement. Singing in low notes went on almost the whole time 134 behind the

actors, and there was a continuous accompaniment, also in a low key, of softly clanging

cymbals, small drums, and half-mute violins, and there was no change of scene. The

dresses were very handsome, and on being admitted into their Green Room we found

some really splendid specimens, and of great value, all of which had been worked in China

and imported. The whole scene and mode of performance were most extraordinary—an

impression intensified by the fact that we had not the remotest notion of what was going

on. We were informed that the best actors get their thousand dollars, or about two hundred

guineas a year. They live below—an arrangement which made one tremble to think of, for

the passages are tortuous and the structure entirely of wood.
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Having satisfied our curiosity as to this exhibition, which we were given to understand we

could have been permitted thus to witness only under the guidance of the police, we were

then taken to the opium dens. if the wooden passages in the theatre were intricate, what

shall be said of these? and if the aspect of the theatrical actors was extraordinary, what

shall be said of that of the opium actors and of their dwellings? All were in unventilated

and crowded places—even, say, holes and corners—in wooden divisions, each belonging

to each, and lighted only by the candle that served them for melting and burning their

opium. Some were fairly enjoying themselves under the best of these conditions; but

others (perhaps not less enjoying themselves) were 135 doubled up like shrivelled rabbits

in a hutch. The process of enjoyment was curious. The prepared opium is softened in the

candle, and then pushed through a very small pin-hole at the top of the pipe's bowl by a

needle. When full, the pipe is taken into the mouth, the hole applied to the candle, and

every atom of smoke drawn closely down into the lungs by successive breathings. There

it remains, till it comes out again like smoke from a volcano. This process is continued ad

libitum , and the filling of the pipe takes much more time than the smoking: consumption

is diversified with preparation. The enjoyment is intense, and many appear to the stranger

as lost to everything else (as some older hands are), who, nevertheless, can work well and

gain money when not lying curled up and given over to their strange delights. We were

quite satisfied when we retraced our steps through the close wooden labyrinths, and I

could not but reflect on what these places must be on hot nights, for our night was cold,

with one of Frisco's well-known fogs.

Hence we were taken to a very opposite scene—to the really magnificent chief Chinese

restaurants. The deep and elaborate gilded carvings which adorn these interiors all come

from China; framed marbles of curious veinings, handsome wooden and inlaid tables,

are plentiful, and the dinners that are sometimes given to friends were described to us as

costly and luxurious; for there are many wealthy Chinese in Frisco among the merchants.

At one of these restaurants 136 we had a Chinese tea—green tea, and of the most

delicate flavour I remember to have ever tasted—except on one certain special occasion,
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by the way, and that in London, after dining with a China merchant. Here we felt ourselves

in China. There was sugar, but no vulgar milk, and no vulgar teapot—begging that most

respectable article's pardon for the momentary slight. All was of the finest china. Then in

what was the tea made? It was made as we make it in the teapot, but in a rather large

elegantly shaped china basin, covered over with what looked like an inverted saucer, of

course of the same ware. When ready, the Chinaman took the basin gracefully in his hand,

and, pressing down the cover with one finger, made an opening, and poured out the tea

into the cups. He offered us something to eat, but as the Chinese cannot pronounce the r

, he called it “blead.” We all agreed, however, that the flavour of the tea was too delicate

to be interrupted by any other; and, indeed, the really true tea-drinker would not have

permitted even the small intrusion of sugar that we indulged in.

The Chinese of all grades are numerous in Frisco; in short, the American government

have at last placed restriction on their importation. They are said to number 35,000 in

all, and we were credibly informed, of what seemed incredible, that there are not even a

thousand women among the number. Certain it is, however, that I saw only two mothers

with their infants among all. The lower classes live

Map of YOSEMITE VALLEY Copied from Appleton's Guide. Walker & Boutall co.

137 economically, except as regards those who indulge in opium, and their habit, in

general, is to keep sending their money to China until they can afford to follow it. They

crowd together in their dwellings. I scarcely could believe our guide when he pointed out a

large house—it was a large one—and assured us that two thousand of them found means

of living there. In the common eating-houses their eating is-not elegant in appearance; and

one of them, at the signifying of my request, exhibited the mode of eating his basin of rice

with chop-sticks. The process would not teach me to like rice. Their shops are enticing,

and we were tempted to buy some small scarfs and handkerchiefs of Kwong Shew Lun

and Co. I must not omit to add that we were also admitted to their Joss House—a small
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interior, with a figure of Confucius, before whom, as in other and later religions, candles

were burning, and incense—in this case from the joss-stick—was smoking.

And now for YO SEMITE—a name which was given to the Great Waterfall by the

indigenes, and is said to mean “The large grizzly bear.” Hence the name of the valley—Yo

Semite Valley, which here, and here only, I write thus to secure the proper pronunciation.

We started at half-past three o'clock on Wednesday, the 18th of August, across the bay,

and took the railway to a place called Berenda, where we stopped for the night, and

slept in a Pullman stand-still car. At half-past six on Thursday we continued our railway

course to Raymond, where we found a meagre breakfast, and mounted the open-seated

four-in-hand 138 car, low-built, with a roof, that was to take us on to the Valley. Our

length of railway, through a totally uninteresting and somewhat dusty country, was two

hundred miles, and our first day's journey in the car was to be thirty-four miles farther, to

Clark's Hotel, kept by Mr. Washbourne. Our car was large, and our party of excursionists

consisted of some dozen or so, all of whom, I think, found room on the several cross

benches; but I am not quite sure that two young Dutchmen, who intensely enjoyed

everything, and whom I christened, to their amusement, Amsterdam and Rotterdam, were

not upon a second car. All the rest were Americans, who christened me in turn, calling me

“England.” As we were all a very pleasant party, I shall put down the names as they were

entered at Clark's. There was the relationship of father and daughter and, I believe, niece

or young friend, among them, and these two young ladies kept up an unceasing chaff with

“England” all through. The rest were of the older stamp, with whom “Time” was beginning

“to grow familiar.”

The first half of our road was dull and fearfully dusty, of which latter character I had been

forewarned. Merely dry, stunted growths of the evergreen oak helped to monotonize the

scene; but by-and-by the forest grew upon us, or rather, we entered it by degrees, and

we reached a height of 5200 feet before getting down to Clark's. This drive down was

somewhat exciting, for we went at full pace, and swept round the zigzag curves now and
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then, to the 139 alarm of some of us; but it was evident that our centre of gravity lay very

low, and that our skilled coachman, George Monro, and his horses too, had been always

doing the same. To have attempted anything of the kind with the top hamper of our old

four-horse coaches, loaded outside, would have been to have produced the effect of tilting

a loaded wheelbarrow.

We passed the night at Clark's, arriving there at evening, and here the names were

entered thus: D. H. Jacob, J. S. Maxwell, Waldo S. Harwood, C. C. Park, Lissie Park,

Carrie Headley, W. H. Park, Mr. and Mrs. Smith, H. J. Coster and friend (Amsterdam

and Rotterdam), and must speak for themselves. But among the number I particularly

remember a good lady who was a great appreciator of scenery, and was often pointing out

scenes and objects well worthy of observation, whom I used to call, in my own thoughts,

the Matron.

Now, it is from this same Clark's Hotel that a forenoon's excursion is made to see “the Big

Trees” at Mariposa Grove. I had supposed, with others, that these were to be found in

the Valley—but it is no such thing. They lie some few miles away from this spot, in quite

a different direction. We did not visit them on going, so that on the morning of Friday, the

20th of August, we continued our journey for another twenty-six miles to the Valley. In this

day's course we reached a height of 6300 feet, and the forest was fine, but somewhat

monotonous. It may readily be understood that our mileage per hour was not very great

140 with these heights to reach, though counted, of course, from the sea; and change of

horses were from time to time necessary. Of these I happen to remember one more than

any of the others from a curious incident. We met the return car coming back, and one

of our party, having gone to see whether he could recognize any one upon it, came back

presently with quick, indignant steps.

“What is it?” I asked.
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“Didn't you hear that fellow behind? He looked me full in the face, and said, ‘Here you are!

More fools, more fools, more fools!’”

So that was his idea of what he had made of himself by the excursion, and no wonder our

co-passenger was somewhat thrown off his equilibrium.

It was on one or the other of these two days, also, that I was made acquainted with the

mining meaning of two words, to which, in England, we attach a very different one. They

have not an elegant sound, being nothing less than “grub” and “gulch.” Yet these two

words were largely written on the front of a roadside inn where we stopped, though not

to change. “Grub,” then, means to explore, or “prospect;” and “gulch” means the gulley or

gorge “prospected.” The innocent meaning of these two words simply indicated that there

existed a partnership between the owner and the explorer, in illustration of which there

was a flume to bring down water from some mining works several miles away.

We continued our road with regularity, and were 141 covered with dust whether in or out of

the forests, and were jolted in our seats by lumps of rock in the road, but were promised a

reward for all when we came to a spot marked by a name already known in these pages,

“Inspiration Point.” And at last, high up in the forest, and almost before we were aware of

it, the coachman made a wide curve, and, bringing us sidelong upon the brow of the deep

descent, fringed with trees, cried, “Inspiration Point!” I do not believe there was one of us

who was not stricken with astonishment at this first view. At all events, we were all silent;

no noise, happily—no exclamation. And then presently there came a quiet voice, and it

was from the Lady Matron.

“Well, how any one can look at that and doubt the existence of a God, I cannot tell!”

I give this exclamation—and it was scarcely one—because it came quietly and naturally.

Dickens, at Niagara, at all events, could have found no fault with it; and it serves to show

that there was really something to astonish. But as Hamlet's reflections at Ophelia's grave
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were mingled with the grave-digger's songs, so this quiet, solemn phrase was closely

followed by another, very often addressed to me while in the States—“Have you got

anything like that in England?”

This “Inspiration Point” is indeed the point, the one, and the only one, whence you

can take in the whole length and breadth of the Valley, and the various grand granite

mountains that form its two precipitous 142 sides, at an average height of 4000 feet. You

are yourself at a great height—about 1200 feet above the Valley—and you look completely

along it, even to its end. What is the form of the Valley, so called? I had supposed it to be

a wide undulating space with rocks, meadows, mountains, and waterfalls interspersed.

But it is no such thing. It is a straight gorge; its floor, as it is called, running eight or ten

miles in length, not counting what is called “the Little Yo Semite” beyond, and having an

average width of not more than one mile. The best short description of its shape that I

can give of the whole scene is that it looks as if the rocky earth had been suddenly torn

asunder to a great depth, and that the Valley had gradually fertilized between the gigantic

precipices, all remarkably perpendicular. This is the grand first view that breaks upon you;

and they who would realize the finest impression that the excursion can impart should not

be persuaded to come into the Yo Semite by any other road. We were told that the railway

is to be prolonged in some way that will avoid this glorious height, whence we continued

to gaze for as long as it was possible to delay the car. For my own part, I would not be

persuaded to repeat my visit if I could not repeat the scene from “Inspiration Point.”

The vast rock called the Capitan—there are many Spanish names—rising 7000 feet above

the sea (the valley stands at between 3500 and 4000), juts forth to your left as you look

down; and corresponding crags upon the opposite side seem to form together the vast 143

portal whence both lines of varied precipices run back, among which what is called the

half-dome, 8800 feet above the sea, shows forth with especial grandeur.

When we had satiated ourselves with the first view, we were swung down into the valley,

just as we had been swung down to Clark's, and (as may be imagined) all these grand
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objects before us continually took up new shapes, and new objects likewise came in

view. Finally, we came to our hotel, which was, I believe, called Cook's. There are two or

three along the valley, but their leases will shortly expire, and the Government is building

a large one which will then take the place of all, and afford, it is to be hoped, ample

accommodation of all requisite kinds.

We had plenty of time to take a drive round that same afternoon, crossing the Valley,

which is quite flat, and is correctly called “the floor,” passing under graceful foliage from

time to time, and following the rippling crystal water of the river, also bearing a Spanish

name, the Merced. The Yo Semite Fall lies immediately opposite to the hotel we were

staying at. In the month of August its waters are, of course, at about their lowest, and,

therefore, its main feature of force and volume was lost. Its effect, so far as these features

are concerned, must be imposing, for the upper fall is given as of 1500 feet, its middle

of 559, and its lower of 487, some 2500 feet in all; and, seen from the front, these three

appear almost one. On a profile view, however, the great upper fall is said to show a

distance of as much as a quarter of 144 a mile behind the middle one, towards which it

rushes over cascades to the middle one, and thence again, after a certain distance, to

the lower. But it is a naked fall over a naked rock, and for my own part I am not greatly

enamoured of waterfalls of this class. But Yo Semite Fall has another characteristic when

in volume, beside the rush of its waters—it roars. In a conversation I had with Mr. Hill, the

well-known artist in those districts, on my return to Clark's, we spoke of this, and he told

me that he attributed it to there being an immense cave in the rock behind the water, which

was made to resound by the wind caused by the Fall. I remembered then the winds at

Niagara, and could quite believe in the theory. Moreover, a rather aged man in the Valley

told me that many years before, when quite young, he had clambered up into this cave

and been overtaken by night, so that he was a prisoner till the morning. He also mentioned

how the noise on the spot had confounded and astonished him. The Indians of old knew

all these things, and in their mystified fear gave all their names.
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This leads me to speak of another waterfall, now known by the affected name of the Bridal

Veil. Its height is 860 feet, and in August the diminished waters may perhaps represent

something like a long white veil. But its real character and the aboriginal name are wholly

different. Its name as of old is Po-ho-no; and this name, far from being associated with

brides and veils, signifies nor more 145 nor less than “the Spirit of the Evil Wind.” Mr. Hill

was again my interpreter here. In talking to him, I had mentioned having noticed a very

curious spray rising every now and then, apparently without cause, at the very top of the

fall, which I could not get explained to me, and he then solved the difficulty. That spray,

he said, was only the very mildest exhibition in summer of what takes place in the stormy

seasons; for then, by some mysterious action of currents of wind, the whole body of water

is whirled into the air at the curve of the Fall, is carried out horizontally for some distance,

and is then precipitated to the ground in an overwhelming mass. Hence the wild natives

gave their name, Po-ho-no: “the Spirit of the Evil Wind.”

We finished a very pleasing drive, and so arranged as to be at Po-ho-no at a proper

moment and at a proper angle, when the setting sun showed not only a rainbow, but a

large sheet of prismatic colours over the surface of the Fall, for at about half-way down,

the comparatively small quantity of water was from time to time unable to resist in its

descent the side force of an intermittent gust of wind, and was blown into an abounding

spray.

Our next day, Saturday, the 21st, was devoted to the inevitable occupation of excursion,

and we started in cars at an early hour to see the Mirror Lake, and especially the sunrise

on it. The lake in itself—at all events, at this time of year—is a comparatively insignificant

piece of water, but it is surrounded by L 146 majestic precipices, rising into some

thousands of feet. The water presents a clear surface, and is fairly called a mirror. The

morning breaks to your right, as you stand at the lower bank where the boat is moored,

and sheds its light toward the rocks upon your left, which are most beautifully reflected

in the water immediately below them. This scene might compare with many spots in the
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Fjords of Norway, but not with those where the precipices rise directly from the water, and

make it impossible, at a fair distance, to discern where rock ends and reflection begins,

thus causing the charming delusion that the rock is continuous, and is displaying an

opposite crest inverted far below.

You do not require the actual sun for the enjoyment of this picture, but the particular

effect of the rising itself which you come to see is this: that gazing still on the lake as

the sun comes up, he first appears in the water as a star of the least magnitude at the

top of the darkly reflected rocks on the eastern side, and gradually becomes a splendid

star before he blazes out as himself. This effect is at first observed from quite the other

end of the lake, whence you see nothing of the mirror I have described, while you are

waiting; whereas, if you remain near the boat, you by-and-by have the advantage of that

picture, for the star will presently appear a second time at this same spot. Therefore the

Lady Matron and I, and Rotterdam and Amsterdam, did not move thence, whereas all the

rest of the party followed the regulation method, 147 and lost their time in the dark. No

greater sign of their having nothing to engage their attention can be given than that they

at last began to throw stones into their end of the lake—a proceeding, however, which

they immediately saw the impropriety of, and stopped, on hearing the shouts of protest,

male and female, that rang across the water; for, of course, With the slightest ripple, all

the charm of reflection is dispersed. When they came round to us, to see the second

appearing of the star, it was time to go, and they missed the mirrored rocks, which are the

real sight to see. The growing star in the water, however, ought to be seen, though there

may be something of a tinge of childishness in making very much of it. By remaining at the

boat you see all, and the star is not worth seeing twice if you lose the mirror.

Hence we all went on horseback to the Vernal Fall, properly called Pi-wa-ack, or Cataract

of Diamonds. What poets these wild men were! Here we witnessed a beautifully wooded

scene, illuminated by a rainbowed Fall from a height of 236 feet. The lights and shades

were exquisite, especially aided by two most brilliant mountain-peaks in full sunshine,

peeping from the distance into our shrouded sanctuary. Hence we continued to the
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Nevada Fall, of 600 feet; but this is a bare rock Fall. We were tempted by the guide to

climb and clamber to the top, whence the look down is doubtless very impressive; but I am

yet in doubt whether the agonies of the climbing up and the jerking down were not rather

more so. 148 We then sent on our horses to Pi-wa-ack, in order to walk back and meet

them there, going by what are called “the Ladders.” Were I ever to revisit Yo Semite, I

should not do this again. I rather fancy so thought we all, and I said, “We have nothing like

that in England.”

The rest of the day was spent in getting back to the hotel, with another short stay at the

Pi-wa-ack, where we found our horses. The sunset was of gold, and the evening of silver,

and I do not forget being suddenly called from a somewhat unengaging dinner-supper

by the Lady Matron, to witness an exquisite effect. Behind a dark dressing of foreground

rocks a double-peaked mountain was washed by the setting sun with the very richest of

rose-madder colouring.

The next day, Sunday, the 22nd, was destined to witness our departure from the Valley;

not, however, by the way we came, but by the other end, passing over what is called

Glacier Point, 7200 feet above the sea; and, although we were departing, this journey

really constituted another leading excursion. We had to start at about five o'clock in

the morning, and were in our saddles at that hour. The whole party, however, did not

undertake this journey, for some returned as we had come. It would have taken much to

persuade me to break my first impressions of Inspiration Point, by only gradually getting up

to it again and then looking back. No; approach it and behold!

We were in our saddles, I say. I am very far indeed from ever having had a dislike

to the saddle, 149 but in this case my only desire was to be off again. The American

cavalry saddle and stirrups are a torture, and with the wear and tear of the yesterday my

discomfort was redoubled. You cannot get the ball of your foot well into the stirrup—an

indispensable condition for mere fatigue riding—and the stirrups are backward, and throw

you forward. But there was nought else to be had, and we were soon upon what is called
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the Trail; that is, the steep pathway up the mountain-side. The first outlook point we came

to was Union Point, whence the Valley (as I rather anticipated) is disappointing. But in

front you get a full view of the lesser valley, which presents a very impressive winding

mountain gorge. Further up there are positions on the precipices somewhat startling, but

the two young ladies were quite at home throughout. At length we were on the “Point,”

and came in full view of the long distant range of the Sierra Nevada. The only drawback

here was that the morning sun was on the wrong side. Evening would be the fitting hour

here, with a night passed at the hotel a-top. Hence we had a long suffering ride through

the forest to meet the car which was to take us back to Clark's, and glad enough indeed

was one, at all events, of the party to throw his right leg to the left over his horse's back.

On arriving there, the next movement on the card was to visit the “Big Trees”—a round

drive, there and back, of some seven or eight miles. But the afternoon was hot and dusty;

and though my declining to go till the next 150 morning, in the cool and at my ease, drew

loud protestations from the loaded car, yet the flesh was this time too strong for the spirit,

which could not be shamed into this real warfare. I remained to receive their report, and

we all sat down to a late meal together on their return.

That same evening Mr. Tuttle, of Illinois, had arrived bound for this excursion; so he and

I started together at half-past five o'clock for our drive to the Mariposa. forest, in the dark

recesses of which are to be seen the “Big Trees.” There is no other name for them, though

this scarcely sounds a respectful one for Nature's prodigies. The hour was an early one,

but all my former companions had been earlier, for they had left at the time marked for

my own departure on the morrow, viz. three o'clock. Our drive was cool and pleasant,

and, with the sand we had to traverse, I was well content with not having encountered its

reflected heat of the yesterday. The road soon enters the forest, through which from time

to time we continued to pass remarkably fine pines and forest cedars, such as would have

excited great attention had we not been in pursuit of larger game. In due time we came

upon the first and largest of the number. He stands out alone, in position as well as size,

on a broad open space, and there is quite room enough to place him in fitting perspective.
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The size is so large that no single visit enables one to realize it, particularly as you are to

do a certain round in more or less a certain time, and that you keep going on 151 from one

point to another. The huge gnarled trunk that carries all the jagged limbs above measures

thirty-three feet in diameter; the height is not given, but at ninety feet above the ground

he sends out one of his lower branches—for branches they must be called—measuring

six feet in diameter. His tops are bare and withered, as if his roots had finally met some

soil that had affected his growth. He is called (I know not on what authority) “the Grizzly

Giant;” and he is a cedar, but not of the fan-branched species that adorn so many of our

garden lawns in England. His foliage is very small, and in this respect he reminded me of

Montezuma's vast cedar trees at Chapultepec, near Mexico; a stroll beneath the numerous

group of which is, however, far more impressive, and of which I have already spoken in

my “Flight to Mexico.” It is not only as a big tree that you look upon this giant. You become

giddy, as it were, in trying to imagine the enormous lapse of time that it must have required

to continue and complete its growth—this mighty growth, still slowly and imperceptibly

going on, perhaps—and you seem carried back into the myths of pre-historic time. His

trunk is scorched with marks of a lighted fire, and of this anon.

I have been particular in describing this one tree, because the description will serve for all

the others. There is only a special difference as to one of them, namely, that an opening

has been cut through it, through which you pass easily with your carriage and horses; but,

for myself, I did not find that this arrangement 152 aided one at all in realizing proportions.

By-and-by you come to a second giant; and then again to certain groups of three or four,

all huge, but not so huge; and all, or nearly all, are scorched with fire, as indeed are

hundreds of lesser growth, while some of lesser still have been completely burned. These

large trees are grouped about the forest—how it can be called a “grove” I know not—and

besides the several that give an assured measurement of some ninety or a hundred feet

circumference, it is said there are as many as one hundred and twenty-five that will give

a measurement of forty. We drove down a considerable distance to the log house of the

forest guardian, standing in, what I should call, a large Forest Hall of Pine-tree Columns.
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There, specimens from the trees can be purchased. After making a round, we returned

again by the giant for another view, and so departed.

Now, as regards these scorchings on so many scores of these trees. The scars were

found upon the giant and the rest when the forest was first explored and the trees

discovered. I have a theory myself that they were caused by those who, in years gone

by, wandered and dwelt among these dark retreats, making their fires of the trees, and

using the large trunks indiscriminately for their fuel. What other mode could they resort

to? There are no small sticks and branches lying about, and the upright trunk, being filled

with turpentine, was a ready-made log in the best of positions to make a fire of. 153 That

some of the trees were thus destroyed would be a matter of course, and need not imply

mere objectless mischief; for the fire, being once lighted, could not in many cases be

again extinguished, and must have been left to burn. Thus I believe all these scars to have

arisen from the trees being made use of as the best fuel at hand by ancient dwellers or

hunters in the forest. The rest of the day was quietly spent in Clark's, and, for my own

part, in a visit to Mr. Hall's studio, and in conversations with him, two pieces of information

obtained in the course of which I have already related.

On the morning of Tuesday, the 24th, the same fate that attended my companions

yesterday awaited me also in turn. Before three o'clock I was roused, in order to take

coach and get to the San Francisco train. It is a pity that this forced and long return should

be the last impression left of the excursion. The train was forty minutes late, and when I

reached the Palace Hotel, hot and tired, I found a luxury in my bed and bath-room, No.

124. The whole journey round will give a total of little short of six hundred miles. It is quite

enough to undergo; but if I met any party going there, I certainly should not be coarse

enough to say, nor foolish enough to think, “More fools, more fools, more fools!”

So here at Frisco I found myself again on the 25th, now pondering on my passage to the

Hawaiian Islands on Saturday, the 28th. My first thought, of course, was to pay my ten

cents and get my boots 154 cleaned, and when I had accomplished this, and was walking
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brilliant-footed up and down the grand quadrangle, I was met by an American whom I had

seen at Portland. He was returning to New York, and asked me if I was doing the same.

“No,” I replied; “I am going to the Hawaiian Islands on Saturday.”

“Dear me!” said he; “the Hawaiian Islands! What a globe-trotter you are!”

“At all events,” quoth I, “don't call me by that name.”

“Surely it is a good one! Do you know Portuguese?—for you will find some Portuguese

there.”

“Well, I do; but am not very likely to be talking it to any one out here or in the Islands.”

But observe! Scarcely had he left me, scarcely were these words out of my mouth, when

my shoulder was tapped by some one who had run up to me, and on looking round I

beheld a young Brazilian, whose family I had known from my first arrival in Brazil, and

whom, too many years ago—for me, if not for him—had remembered as quite a child at his

mother's side, but who was now Dr. E. Prado. In the very language, therefore, for which I

had just said I should find no use, we now cordially hailed one another. He was not only

there, but was going to Auckland, and was sailing on the Saturday like myself! This was an

agreeable coincidence, and forth we went together to the steamboat office, and made the

best bargain we could for a cabin—cabin A 155 on deck—I paying for a return ticket $130

to Honolulu and back. The Mariposa was the boat; so that from the Mariposa forest I was

transferred to the Mariposa steamer.

Of course I went to seek my friend, Mr. Hutchinson, who had arrived already. He furnished

me with letters of introduction, and took me to call on; Mr. Spreckels, the owner of the

Mariposa , and a very large sugar-grower in the island of Maui. He gave me a letter to

His Excellency Robert J. Creighton, then Minister of Foreign Affairs, which was of much

value to me. Thus I was ready on all points for embarking, with just Friday on hand, which



Library of Congress

A fight with distances; the states, the Hawaiian Islands, Canada, British Columbia, Cuba and the Bahamas. http://www.loc.gov/resource/
lhbtn.01390

I thought I would devote to a visit to the Seal Island. This enabled me to test the rope

tramway, over which I travelled up hill and down dale for some miles towards the Park,

whence I continued by rail to Cliff House Hotel, where there ought to be a good view of

Seal Island and of the Golden Gate. Here, for the second time, fog baulked me! Scarcely

could I see the seals, a matter which did not so much disappoint me. I did just see them

crowding about up and down, and standing upright now and then upon the rocks, and I

just heard them barking; and came away. These fogs are constantly enveloping Frisco; a

day may be three times clear and three times clouded; but there is a season, they told me,

when fogs disappear.

One small fog of my own I managed to clear before returning. In the long, large lettered

list of 156 what the hotel would furnish, I saw the to me mystical notice “Clam Chowder.”

But when I came to have it interpreted and saw it, another matter was quite clear—that I

could not relish it. But this shellfish clam—new to me—when made into thick soup called

chowder, of a mixture of biscuit, pork, onions, etc., is a very popular dish in the States,

though not among other English persons besides myself; for at the hotel I saw a lady trying

a clam, which had been offered her to taste, and which she was biting and swallowing, but

all the while exclaiming—

“No more, thank you. Oh, dear me—very nasty, very nasty indeed!”

A matter of philology arose out of this; for on telling the anecdote to an American lady,

she laughed, but said immediately, “The lady could not have been American, because we

never use that word ‘nasty’ in that sense; it would be far too strong, a great deal too strong

among us.”

“What would you be likely to say, then, in such a case?”

“Well, we might say ‘disgusting’!”
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We in England should think this stronger still. There is another word of an opposite class

which is often used, particularly in New York, as we do not use it—“elegant.” You will hear

that peaches are “elegant,” that weather is “elegant,” or that a scene or a day's pleasure

were quite “elegant.” So much for clam chowder; offering another example of how much

knowledge we may obtain which, after all, is 157 of no use to us, for I never could hold

clam chowder to be “elegant.”

On returning to the city, after taking a circuit in Golden Gate Park, I made a longer

round for the purpose of yet further realizing the vast extent of ground over which this

endless chain traffic extends. It is now all taken for granted among the inhabitants; but

to the stranger, if he is one who observes or thinks twice, it must surely cause surprise

and admiration. The one continuous rate of movement is quite a new sensation, and

the absence of horses imparts a curious feeling of relief from all notion of overworking

animals. Thus, among other streets, I was enabled to descend California Street, observing

at leisure the very strange aspect it presented. It is adorned on both sides with villas, and

almost palaces, of the wealthy. Porticoes, fluted columns, Composite and Corinthian and

Ionic capitals, abound to even crowding. And now comes the curious—all is in wood, pure

and simple wood.

158

CHAPTER VIII. THE HAWAIIAN ISLANDS.

To-day, Saturday, the 28th of August, I again left the States, but again to return. All was

ready in due time, and at half-past three in the afternoon my friend Dr. Prado and I got on

board the Mariposa —Captain Hayward—and took possession of cabin A on deck, bound

for Honolulu in Oáhu (accented only for pronunciation), not the largest island in the group,

but the seat of Government, so chosen because of its harbour. Our steamer was of 3000

tons burden; the distance to cover was 2080 knots, and our average speed was counted

at about thirteen knots an hour. We found our decks tolerably well lined from end to end

with boxes of cargo—so far as I remember, of onions; and the entrance to the saloon
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below, with seats, and pianoforte, etc., round the staircase, was entitled, as I found was

the general style in American steamers, “Social hall.” The vessel was lighted throughout

with the electric light, a great convenience for reading in the saloon, where the light was

thus permitted to fall full on the table without the shadow of all those heavy ornaments

usually crammed upon hanging lamps by false art—of which there is so 159 much about

everywhere—and which serve to hinder by their teasing shadow the very use for which

lamps are required. But there was no “bar” where you could apply for a glass of wine, etc.,

at need—a strange arrangement, especially on board an American vessel, I thought. If you

wanted anything besides water you must order a whole bottle, or go without—a regulation

doubly disagreeable where the wine is higher by a good deal in price than in cru. Music

and singing were occasional during our passage, and one among the number engaged

his hearers with the novelty of whistling to the accompaniment. We had on board, among

the number, the Honourable Mr. Carter, the Hawaiian minister to the United States, who

was visiting Honolulu on leave, whose acquaintance was afterwards of great advantage

to me at Washington, and also a Rev. Mr. Peck, the Presbyterian minister of Waterville,

New York, whose pleasant companionship throughout my sojourn in the Islands greatly

contributed to its enjoyment.

It was with some anxiety that I looked forward to a view of the Golden Gate Harbour on

this my second passage through it. But no! all was again fog, and so continued through the

whole of Sunday and until the afternoon of Monday, when we were permitted (graciously,

of course), at nearly six hundred miles at sea, to behold the first violet colours of the

Pacific. But this somewhat uncertain atmosphere stood me in one stead on the following

night. It has often been my custom at sea, when the mysterious 160 dusks of late evening

or night fall upon us, to trace out and conjure up ocular illusions, conversing with the

clouds and waters. On this occasion, as we were moving steadily along at night, walking

towards the prow of the vessel, I did not really figure to myself, but I suddenly beheld,

at about a knot before us, a large forest sloping down to a large sandbank, and a shore

extending far to our right. The general aspect of the sky was indeed most strange, and the
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dashes of light most singularly interspersed. Dr. Prado was close by, and, on calling his

attention to the vision, he was equally struck with the illusion. “I will really call the captain,”

I said; and forthwith to his cabin I went.

It was a bold step, for he was surrounded by a group, partly of ladies, in full conversation,

as was his pleasant wont.

“Captain,” I said, summoning up courage, “do you know you're running us straight (I did

not say “right straight”) on to a sandbank and a large forest?”

“Obliged for the information, friend.”

“Do come and see.”

Forth they all came, and, to my great satisfaction, were quite excited with the appearance,

one lady even quickly discovering a longer trace of sandbanks than I had given myself

time to look for. We stayed full ten minutes, teasing ourselves with the illusion before

leaving it, and that evening, at least, was relieved by an incident.

Many a time, at many an evening or nightly 161 hour, these phantastic pictures may

be painted in the sky and clouds, and on the very following evening my friend and I,

immediately after a glowing sunset, sat conjuring out an enormous canvas of golden sands

and dark rocks and sea-shrubs, a large lake and shores with islands standing out in an

immense sea (the sky) beyond. It was a dissolving view changing again and again.

In our propitious passage there was no change; all went smoothly. One night, sitting

talking to the captain, and making an observation on this happy circumstance as

characteristic of these seas, I was struck by his reply.

“Yes,” he said; “and I can talk as quietly as the sea with you, for I know all is right below.”

“Is it not so always?”
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“It depends on whom I have in my engine-room. I have Chinese at present, who are

always docile and can always do what they are told; but if I get Irish there, I never feel sure

either that they are not going to get into a fight with one another or with me as to who is to

be master.”

I asked him if he could not get Americans, but he said the occupation was exceedingly

distasteful to them, and that in general Americans were averse to going to sea; that line of

life was not a national propensity.

I did not find that our dinner-table was adorned with very first-rate food, though the fruit

was, as a general rule, good. Hard indeed it would have been M 162 to have found it

otherwise in gifted California. I had the good fortune, however, to be seated opposite two

very pleasant girls, evidently devoted friends, who were on their way from the States to

the Islands, for the purpose of undertaking teaching as members of the staff of Honolulu

college—an establishment which I had much pleasure in visiting later on with Mr. Peck, but

with the displeasure of finding that the two young ladies were at that moment absent on

duty, and more seriously occupied than in entertaining us.

On the night of Friday, September 3, Captain Hayward offered to have me called to

see our approach to Honolulu, which he calculated would be at very early dawn; which

suggestion I eagerly embraced, particularly as the weather was now bright, after our

having suffered some of those heavy warm-water rains, with which I had in times past

made unwilling acquaintance in the equatorial doldrums.

Exquisite was the morning air, magically recalling Gray's line in fullest sense—

“The breezy call of incense-breathing morn.”

And exquisite was the modest colouring, gradually blooming into sunrise, as we came to

Diamond Head. Here we caught first sight of Honolulu, lying in an open valley, backed by

singularly green serrated and convoluted hills or mountains; and presently all seemed to



Library of Congress

A fight with distances; the states, the Hawaiian Islands, Canada, British Columbia, Cuba and the Bahamas. http://www.loc.gov/resource/
lhbtn.01390

wake at the actual moment of the rising of the sun, who shed abroad those lovely orange

clouds peculiar to the tropics, painting his canvas of sky as only at his rising and setting

even he can

MAP OF THE HAWAIIAN ISLANDS London: Kegan Paul Trench & Co.

163 paint it. Now a wide curve to avoid the reefs; now at right angles, straight in. Breakfast

on board, good-bye to the captain, bound for Auckland, and in a carriage to the Royal

Honolulu Hotel, where I found a handsome building in handsome grounds. Why delay the

first impressions of the city? Beautifully planted with flowering shrubs and trees already

known as well as unknown, among which let me mention my old Brazilian friends, the

Algaroba, the lovely Bougainville, the Tamarind, the Hibiscus, and the Ponciana. Dr. Prado

had gone before, and had secured me a good room in the ground balcony, where I found

myself at full leisure to sit out of doors or in, and close to the luxury of a bath.

I am quite content to be finding myself, even in memory, in the soft and balmy air of

Honolulu again, for after some months' interruption of my work, I find myself now writing in

the not so genial atmosphere of a London winter; and although none

“Can wallow naked in December snow, By thinking on fantastic summer's heat,”

yet the mind can always help the body by its associations. So it is with pleasure that I will

now walk out again with Mr. Peck, and stroll through Honolulu for a first inspection.

No one can begin his walk without being immediately struck by the somewhat vulgar

object of the electric wire. These wires are running in abundance over everything, and

appear incongruous amidst scenes that would naturally provoke to idleness, and 164

belonging to a race yet innocent of the hurry of existence. But they bespeak what you very

soon come to know—that although you are geographically in Honolulu, you are morally

in America. A strong atmosphere of this awakening influence pervades and still invades.

It is natural and inevitable; it is an example of Darwin's survival by natural selection, the

stronger gradually eating up the weaker. These wires belong to the telephone, with which
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Honolulu is supplied to an extent to be envied by many a more pretentious city. It seemed

very difficult to associate these things with all the fruits and trees and flowers that adorned

the scene, and all the loose-robed women, with their easy hot-weather gait, dark skin, and

straight black hair, lit up with the glowing scarlet of the Hibiscus. To this picture add the

native men. We were soon among the flowers and fruits, and though eating at a stall would

not be considered one of the politest things to be guilty of in London, yet both Mr. Peck

and I attracted no attention, and felt no blush in pouncing offhand upon some tempting

mangoes offered at a corner.

Our walk had not been confined to ourselves. Let me say that I had not been many

minutes toiletted after arrival, when a brisk young gentleman presented himself before me

in my room, as the representative of The Daily Bulletin , to welcome me to the Islands,

and (to use a certain atrocious phrase, not yet felonious by Act of Parliament) to “interview

me.” This shows again the stirring 165 American element that pervades Honolulu. And, as

we three walked out together, we were met by the proprietor himself, and made a pleasant

party of four. Next day we were each duly paragraphed, one as a clerical, and the other

as a literary arrival; and though I involuntarily appeared as pledged to write impressions of

my visit, Mr. Peck was protected by his short answer to the question whether he meant to

preach—“a very emphatic No.”

In the course of our conversation, it naturally very quickly transpired that we had come

to see the volcanoes in the Island of Hawaii. Who comes to stay three weeks in the

Sandwich Islands (forgive the old Captain Cook title now and then) without going to see

the volcanoes? And our good friends at once informed us that the Kinau , a small steamer

of the Wilder Company, was to sail at half-past four on Monday afternoon, whereupon we

at once decided that by the Kinau we must go, for our return boat from Auckland to Frisco

was expected at Honolulu on the 25th. My friend, Dr. Edouardo Prado, was bound for

Auckland, and had departed; but one of our fellow-passengers, quite young, a Mr. Darren,
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was volcano-bound like ourselves, so on sitting down to dinner the three were one as to

Monday.

On the Sunday there was a lively show of colour among the church-goers, as among the

fuchsias, oleanders, and other flowering masses; and Mr. Darren was good enough to

ask my company in a drive he was to make to the Pali (or Precipice), 166 this being the

regulation excursion from Honolulu. We drove in a single horse buggy, and here again

was the American element displayed in the style of the horse's going, a strained trot; but

of that by-and-by. The animal did his duty by us, and his driver by him. The drive opened

to our view, before leaving the city, a succession of private dwellings, protected from the

sun by large bread-fruit and other trees, and draped with flowering shrubs. Some were

built in more open ground; but if I were bound to build in Honolulu, I should first buy my

group of trees, and then build accordingly. Every arrangement in these houses is made for

ensuring a full enjoyment of the open air throughout, with spacious verandahs sometimes

running nearly all round the dwelling. The mountain-sides to your right as you approach

the Pali are sure to attract attention. They are singularly grooved or furrowed from the top

throughout, and in the long hollows between the vertical ridges there grow in abundance,

and in long lines, trees called Kukui. There is also a singular aspect in the foliage of those

trees. It is very thick; the leaves are large and of a dark green, but the green is full of

high lights, imparting a most attractive effect. The Kukui produces a large black oily nut,

of which ornamental necklaces are made, sold abundantly in Honolulu. From these is

extracted oil for lamps, and hence the natives have come to call lamps kukuis.

At nearly the top of the pass you leave your 167 vehicle and walk up a few paces to the

ridge. Here the rocks take on very varied and broken spiral forms, and suddenly the whole

view opens before you, far below, and abruptly below, for the precipices are very steep.

There is, however, a winding road which is traversed, horse and foot, without difficulty. The

general effect must not be depreciated; it is very impressive. At the same time I should be

careful of using flaming language to any one who knew some of the Swiss precipices and
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passes. Nevertheless, it is on an island far out in the Pacific, and one must be very dull to

mental impulses upon whom this reflection fails to cause special impression.

On Monday morning, the 6th of September, I was employed in delivering my letters before

taking my ticket for Hawaii. Everybody was out, but I luckily called a second time on Mr.

H. A. Berger, Hawaiian Consul-General for Norway and Sweden, and found him in. I say

luckily, because, on informing him of my volcanic intentions, he suggested to me that on

my return from Hawaii I should stop at Maaleia Bay, in the island of Maui, and avail myself

of the hospitality of Major Cornwell, who owned a large sugar estate a few miles inland,

in order to make the ascent of Haliakala, the largest inactive crater in the world. I gladly

accepted the offer, Mr. Berger not only giving me a letter, but also writing direct himself,

so as to prepare the Major for my appearance on the return of the boat. I therefore took

my round ticket for Hawaii (not, of course, including Maui), 168 and paid fifty dollars for the

passage and all included. In the evening, therefore, at the appointed hour, Mr. Peck, Mr.

Darren, and I found our way down to the wharf, and got on board the Kinau , where we

found Captain King, a jolly Scotch captain, in command.

Mauna Kea, 13,805 feet high, and Mauna Loa, 13,675 feet high, are the two great

volcanoes of Hawaii; but it is its famous crater of Kilauea that attracts the traveller to

its shores. This crater, as the map will show, stands at a height of only 4040 feet; it is

situated on the slopes of the vast Mauna Loa, but is nevertheless as independent and

separate an existence as either of the others. Mauna Kea appears to have been a very

quiet mountain, but Mauna Loa has from time to time poured forth lava, and sometimes

to a very destructive extent; indeed, since our visit it has burst forth with all its well-known

fury. To the crater of Kilauea we were therefore bound, of the astonishing and unique

fury of which so many mouths have spoken and so many pens have written, there being

no doubt that in its history it has obtained the rank of the largest active volcano in the

world. We were warned, however, that we were not to expect such manifestations as

would justify its full character. Its activity, like that of human beings, must necessarily be

subject to intermissions; but in 1886 it was labouring under a very remarkable subsidence,
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connected, or, at all events, contemporary with, the volcanic eruptions in New Zealand.

We were credibly informed that during these commotions the crater of Kilauea 169

became completely empty to the eye; that the whole of the boiling sea of fire—for every

one I spoke to concurred in that description, and confirmed Miss Bird's description of it—

disappeared, and that on probing the horrible chasm to the depth of no less than 600 feet

no bottom could be found. Since that period it had been gradually rising again, and such

as it had come to be such were we to find it. But, under any circumstances the excursion

could scarcely have been declined.

Barring the captain and one or two fellow-passengers, I cannot say the passage displayed

anything very agreeable. The steamer was a rolling one, and the sea was nasty. Between

these islands, so justly vaunted as being gems, the seas generally are so, and in this

respect they put me in mind of my passage among the famed isles of Greece in 1879—

disagreeable. And on board the Kinau there was an extra “disagreeable,” in that there was

little or nothing to drink but poor coffee, and that virtuous mixture, weak tea. Prohibition is

rather rampant, it appears, and a licence to sell intoxicating liquors—a term too often used

with the insinuation that nobody can ever drink them without getting intoxicated—would

cost the company a thousand dollars. There sat opposite to me, however, a guardian

angel (for such I esteemed him), who at once proffered in all goodness of heart to pander

to my vice.

“Never mind, sir,” he said. “I have brought my own beer, and you shall share it with me.”

170

This turned out to be Mr. W. C. Parke, who for thirty-four years had filled the position of

Marshal of the kingdom, but who had lately retired, and is now in the enjoyment of a good

service pension, of which fact I beg to express my not “intoxicated” approval.

On Tuesday, the 7th, we touched at Mahukona, and here we had a full view of the two

great and the one lesser mountains on Hawaii—Kea, Loa, and Hualalai, as also of
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Haleakalá—the “House of the Sun”—on Maui, which we had left behind, marked as having

a height of 10,030 feet. I must confess myself to have been disappointed with the aspect

of all these mountains, considering their height. I had come with memories of those I had

seen in Oregon and Washington, especially Tacoma, and rather absurdly had expected

something of the same impressive character. But volcanic mountains are of a different

class; whatever their height, their angles are generally obtuse, rising from an immense

base; and in this respect I remember to have been equally disappointed with my first view

of Mount Etna. Nevertheless, of the Peak of Tenerife, especially as I have lately scaled

its angle, I dare not say the same. However, here I was certainly rather thrown back in

my expectations, and the more so that at this period of the year there was no snow to aid

the imagination. The summit of Mauna Loa—the Great Mountain—is described as being

almost a flat plain, five and a half miles long, and nearly four wide. This sounds strange for

one so lofty. But as regards the height 171 of both this mountain and Mauna Kea, Captain

C. E. Dutton, of the United States Geological Survey (whose acquaintance I afterwards

made at Washington), makes this remarkable observation in a lecture delivered there, that

while their summits are nearly 14,000 feet above the ocean, their bases, at about thirty

miles out at sea, can be traced at from 15,000 to 18,000 feet beneath; thus giving them

altogether a greater height than any of the Himalayas.

We passed along the windward coast of Hawaii, and noted the most remarkable massive

green precipices among which the Waipio Valley lies—a class of scenery said to be almost

bewitching by its eccentric beauties. At length we came to Laupahoehoe, a place detested

by even the captain, and certainly by our own party. Further on we took in Mr. and Mrs.

Patrick Ross, of Hamakua, who became our co-excursionists to Kilauea.

In stopping at these several stations we witnessed great variety in the coming and going

of the boatfuls of natives; and particularly picturesque some were. The Hawaiians have a

poetical habit of covering their friends who are leaving them with copious wreaths of their

abounding beautiful flowers. All these boatfuls were more or less so adorned. But one in

particular attracted my attention. It was too full to allow of an oarsman inside, and was
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propelled by a man standing at the stern. The majority of the passengers were of the warm

complexioned women, who, besides being copiously 172 wreathed, carried the Hibiscus in

their straight black hair. The group made a huge nosegay floating on the blue waters.

We passed Hilo in the dark, and rounding the island by Cape Kumukahi, we stood before

Keauhou, where we were to disembark at about six o'clock in the morning of Wednesday,

the 8th. Then a strange scene met our gaze. It was an immense mountainous expanse

of rough dark lava, and up the sides thereof we were to climb on horses that were waiting

for us at the barren base. All this, however, has nothing to do with Kilauea; it is only the

first part of the road to that crater. We landed in boats, and got upon our horses, and

made up our minds for the ride. It was about six miles in length, zigzagging through all the

harsh and hideous inequalities, and I cannot doubt that we must at last have compassed

a height of some 4000 feet. We then came to a level ground, where was a station kept

by a Mr. Pogue and his wife, who entertained us with some hot coffee, etc., and put us

into one-horse vehicles, very low in the axle, and here called “breaks.” Each held two,

and Mr. Peck trusted himself to my reins. A drive of some eight miles over more or less

level ground, and through a more or less picturesque wood, called Louhala Grove, brought

us to our domicile, “Volcano House,” a hotel standing out alone (and it was not likely to

be much otherwise placed), at a given altitude of four thousand and some few hundred

(variously stated) feet above the sea. The front 173 faces directly towards Kilauea, with a

long verandah, so that you can sit and see the distant smoke by day, and the distant red

by night. The excursion thither was to be made that afternoon, and there were some pros

and cons as to the hour of starting, in reference to the effect by day or by night of such

fire and burning lava as we were to be privileged, or only permitted, to behold. Finally, it

was decided to be off after eating (generally an uncomfortable proceeding), for we were to

make up our minds to wait at the crater, and to come back in the dark. So off we started,

each with a lantern in his hand.

Now, I shall use the word “crater” exclusively as applied to the burning double lake of

fire, and shall plainly describe our journey. At a few hundred yards from the hotel we
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began to descend, rather steeply, into an immense wooded hollow covered with growths

of all kinds, and showing, as sides, cliffs extending for a long distance. The depth of this

descent is given as 560 feet. As we approached the bottom, there opened before us what

I can best describe as a vast wide, solid, wavy ocean of black lava. The walking down to

the edge of it was precisely like the walking down to the breakers from a sloping shore;

and, associating this most strange scene with that most common one, I confess to have

experienced an almost giddy sense of illusion. On to these black solid waves we walked,

following our guide, now mounting a little and now again descending, precisely as if a

stiffish breeze were on a sea. 174 And for exactly one hour by the watch we so walked,

coming at last to the edge of the crater Kilauea.

We all made a sort of last run to the brittle rocky edges, and I think we were tolerably

unanimous in giving the depth as about three hundred feet to the surface of the terrible

contents of the cauldron. The forewarning that we should not behold the tossing, stormy

waves of burning lava that so many have seen, turned out to be as true as we had

apprehended it would. We looked down, however, on a scene wonderful in itself. There

was a huge crust; and crossing it in every direction were vast irregular cracks showing

red hot lava underneath. Here and there small oozings took place, and there was one not

large cone all brimful of fire, but not spouting. Another burning irregularity showed a very

white fire, and had we not expected a chance of seeing more, we should have thought

a great deal more of all we did see. We hung round with much persistency till dark and

drizzle came on, and Mr. Peck and I sat down on some warm lumps through which steam

kindly fizzed. At last I voted a return, to which Mr. Patrick Ross still prayerfully demurred,

and scarcely was prayer (or words) out of his mouth when exclamation followed, “Look!

look! look!” A sudden red light beamed all round, and on looking down we beheld two large

continents (I can call them nothing else) of burning lava oozing and spreading themselves

abroad. The colour was 175 altogether a new sensation. It stands alone. It is the colour

of burning lava spread forth in a sheet Nor was the gradual cooling and transition of

colouring, and the turning of the surface into ropes less remarkable. We had passed many
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of these rope-formations in our walk, and also masses of what looked like black hair. This

is called Pele's hair; she being the unseen goddess whom Hawaiian religion has created

as holding her court at this volcano, called “Halemaumau,” or “The House of Everlasting

Fire.” This fiery burst I speak of was certainly worth staying for; but it was all the sign of

its own special forces that Kilauea gave us. Its whole aspect was, of course, impressive

and astonishing, and the whole excursion, with its characteristics, must be fairly taken

into account. Otherwise, as regards the crater itself, I certainly was not more astonished

at the sight of it (perhaps not so much) as I had been when gazing into that of Vesuvius

in 1857, before that then most astonishing phenomenon had been completely broken up

and spoiled by subsequent irruptions and consequent disturbances in formation. As we

went, so we returned, except that we were more tired. Our walk back over Lava Sea took

us again exactly an hour by the watch. It was, of course, fatiguing. We passed by one

or two strange formations and one or two hot regions, and no wonder. Otherwise, there

was nothing that prominently manifested itself above and beyond the general marvellous

aspect of these 176 vast invasions from the mysterious centre of our earth. When we

came ashore there was the remaining climb of the 560 feet, and one of the party, at all

events, was well pleased to be carrying his shoulders on level ground again.

I have marked the next day, Thursday, as a long, wet, useless day, and such I remember

it was. In the ordinary course of affairs we should have gone down and taken our steamer

in the afternoon, but it had been arranged (partly, I suspect, to suit the purser's affairs)

to return by Hilo, and this involved losing a day at “Volcano House,” and getting up at

a frightful hour the next morning. A Mr. Waterhouse, however (one of the youngest of

our party), availed himself of the delay, and paid another visit with the guide to Kilauea

cauldron; he went for some set purpose of exploring, but as to the scene itself, he could

only report it, as from a sick-room, “somewhat better to-day.” At night, however, there was

great reflection, and for our comfort and satisfaction one of the company, who passed

for an authority, took care to assure us that “there must be a great deal going on.” So, in
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bidding adieu, I thought the fire at Kilauea had treated me as badly as did the water at the

“Yellow Stone.”

We made ourselves as merry as we could in the evening, in the course of which a party

of several came in from Hilo. It is a long ride thence, and they were very tired. There were

some ladies among them, and three of the worthies that accompanied 177 them were,

between them, judges and ex-judges. I could not but look on them with amusement. They

were all three on rocking-chairs; and here again was a sign of the prevailing American

element, for all the judges are Americans, trained in law in the United States. Your

American is very fond of a rocking-chair; and these three sat communing together with

faces looking “as wise as Thurlow looked,” and rocking to and fro with all the regularity of a

catch—“White sand and gray sand,” for example—and still they rocked and prosed, till the

solemnity of the scene took me, by contrast, back to those far, far distant days, when the

rocking, broad-hipped old nurse used to sing or hum—

“See saw, Margery daw, The hen flew over the hen-house.”

The night was miserable outside—not in—and as we went to bed, in doubtful mood and

weather—

“We bitterly thought of the morrow.”

We were called at two o'clock, and were informed it was not raining; but when we had got

up and were offered a not late breakfast of steak and onions, which some had the audacity

to relish, behold! it rained hard. If it was raining hard, then, by some arrangement, we were

not to be forced to go; but it stopped, though it was very dark. That, however, was not to

prevent us, and, in a row of “breaks,” we went off in the dark, each break having a lamp,

and Mr. Peck by my side as before. By Jove! it was no N 178 joke getting safe along with

a ditch on each side of a narrow forest road. However, we all did it, and came in daylight to

Mr. and Mrs. Pogue's genial welcome again. Hot coffee—warm coffee is horrible—again

regaled us, and all except Mr. Peck and I got on horseback. He wished for wheels a little
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farther on, and I mention the fact in order to record the wonderful advantage of a very low

axle over boulder roads. We were at an angle of 50 more than once, but were as far from

going over on that account as we should have been on a flat Brighton road fifty years ago.

So soon as we were on the horses the rain was on us—spit, spit, spit; drizzle, drizzle,

drizzle! Serve you right for “leaving home.” And down those six miles of steep rugged lava

was worse than up; but “grácias á Dios,” there lay the boat, waiting for us, and not looking

much less than ourselves like a wet chicken. Mrs. Ross was as good as any of us, and

better than some. As it happened, I was the first down, and was somewhat surprised to

find by my side one of our companions who had passed as “the silent man.” He had shown

no energy whatever in either word or deed, and some of us wondered why he had come

at all. However, there he was, and somehow here he was. Several people were waiting

for the boat, and I declared my intention of starting off at once, and getting into shelter. He

squeezed out concurrence, and we went to the jetty together. There was a disagreeable

swell on, and I jumped in as best I could; he was close behind me, but so also were one

or two 179 good fat round native women, who seemed to think it a lark to roll about like

suet puddings. How they all came tumbling in together I know not; but what I know is that

one of the hugest, losing her balance, and laying hold of Dry-as-dust to support her—

as if a ton should lay hold of an ounce—both came down together and bowled over two

other women, so that my friend lay for a few moments under a triple featherbed of all these

laughing females! Still he was quite silent. At last we rolled on board, and when I found

myself by his side on deck I Ventured a provocative remark. He had not uttered one word

all this time. It was of no use to wait for one.

“Well,” said I, “here we are on board at last!”

“Then burst his mighty soul.” “Yes,” he replied; “and I'm not at all sorry that we've done

with it.”

And those “were the last words of Marmion.”
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When we came to Hilo the rain was pouring down in torrents, and I steadfastly refused

to accompany the bishop on shore. I was sorry for this, for Hilo is so well spoken of. The

bishop, however, had other calls with some of his co-ecclesiastics, and had been invited to

stay some days among them, while I had invited myself to Major Cornwell's for Haleakalá.

So here we parted, to meet again in the boat of Friday, the 17th, for Honolulu. We arrived

at Maalaea Bay at night, and, going on shore in the boat, I was immediately called by

name. Major Cornwell was going to Honolulu by this same steamer, but had arranged

everything for my reception. A 180 two-horse public conveyance took me through the dark

to his house, where a lady in charge and his cousin welcomed me to supper and repose.

In leaving Hawaii I confess to have felt some disappointment in not having the opportunity

of landing at Kealákeakúa Bay, where our renowned navigator Cook lost his life. But

I could not have managed this by the line of steamers that I sailed with, nor could I

have availed myself of the other line, whose vessels touch there, without doubling the

inconveniences of a visit to Kilauea, not reckoning the inconvenience of time. But, after

all, this class of visits is often exceedingly unsatisfactory and disappointing. The scene is

altered; buildings are erected where all was solitude; even a restaurant may stand on an

exact historic spot. Something of the kind, I was given to understand, has taken place at

Kealákeakúa Bay. Where there are visitors there must be coffee; so, altogether, I consoled

myself with having, at all events, visited the island. Of the details that surrounded the

catastrophe there are many versions; of the catastrophe itself there is but one. Captain

Cook was killed; and at his early age of 51, England, in 1779, lost one of the four greatest

navigators that the world has ever seen.

On waking in the morning I found myself in a pleasant house, the front of which looked

full on Haleakalá—the object of my visit. But, again, he was no such mountain as I had

anticipated. His base was of enormous width, and his head, standing 181 confusedly

among many nearer and lateral projections, required some discernment to select it when

pointed out. These features detracted greatly from the optical effect which an altitude
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of 10,000 feet would be naturally expected to produce. And yet he stood to the greatest

advantage, because Major Cornwell's house stands but little above the level of the sea.

These were my first impressions of the great extinct volcano who had lured me to Maui to

scale his sides and gaze upon his gigantic, ghastly crater.

Major Cornwell's house and property are called Wairapu, near Waipuku, and lie about half-

way on the neck of land that extends in a width of about fourteen miles between Maalaea

and Wailuku, and nothing can be finer than the air he breathes. His occupation is that of

sugar cultivation; and from his verandah you look over his own domain, as well as over

the vast spreads of that same fresh green, but unpicturesque growth, the sugar-cane,

that belongs to Mr. Claus Spreckels. This same sugar is the well-known staple product

of these islands, and, for more than one reason, has been a source of profit here, while

it has yielded little or nothing elsewhere. In the first place, Hawaiian sugar is admitted

duty free at San Francisco; in the second place, the rate of produce surpasses that of any

other country. I repeat the information given me by Major Cornwell himself, and confirmed

by others of equal authority, that the average yield shows four tons per acre, and that on

some acres as many as five, six, and even seven have been cropped. On this point I made

182 special inquiry as to whether these acres were not virgin soil, and was answered “No;”

even on established properties this result had been obtained. For my own part, I could

be no judge of these figures, but I take care to state my authority for them, because in a

conversation that led up to the subject one day in the coffee-room of an English hotel, with

some one who turned out to be a sugar-grower himself, he displayed the liveliest interest

in the statement, exclaiming at first, “Impossible!” He had rarely heard of more than two

tons to the acre. Yet in this bright picture there is to be introduced the cold shadow that

the 150 dollars per ton in price has gradually come down to 82 or 84 dollars. The whole

produce of the islands is given at about 100,000 tons.

On Sunday, the 12th, Major Cornwell's cousin took me a drive to consult with a stable-

keeper of the name of Ross, as to making the excursion to Haliakalá; for this we went

to Wailuku. I hope, my friend and reader, you are not puzzled with these three names.
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But perhaps I had better define them: Waipuku is the name of the estate; Wailuku is

the name of the next town; and Waikuku is the name of the port. If I should see you

putting on such a face about them as this Mr. Ross put on when I began to ask him about

arrangements, I should expect to find you as puzzled as I found him. So we contented

ourselves with having had a pleasant drive, and agreed to take another the next day to

see a Mr. Mosstnan. All this will have to be borne in mind (besides the 183 names) by

whoever goes to Wairapu, Waipuku, Wailuku, and Waikuku for Haleakalá. We did more

with Mr. Mossman than with Mr. Ross, but I was hampered, nevertheless. There are two

great drawbacks to visiting any remarkable spot; one is, that everybody is going there;

and the other is, that nobody is going there. And, in my case, I was the only nobody. Mr.

Mossman was to write to Mr. Anderson, who kept a store at a place called Macawa, to tell

him to prepare horses; and I was to start from Waipuku the next morning in a carriage, to

be sent thither by the puzzled Mr. Ross.

Before returning with Mr. Cornwell, I made up my mind to take a ride up the valley of Iao,

lying in the close neighbourhood, and this I arranged with one “Harry” Ross, car-driver to

Maalaea, who had driven me thence on the Friday night. I was amply repaid; but in one

small incident not agreeably so, for very soon after we had began our course, I suddenly

experienced a violent blow on the thigh, and a very heavy something rolled down upon

the ground. A very natural exclamation escaped me, and I am shocked to say that “Harry”

burst into a real laugh. The incident was readily explained. We were riding under some

bread-fruit trees, and one of those large fruits, not yet ripe even, had managed to fall

from a height at the very moment that I was passing vertically under its branch. Joking

apart, I might have been lamed, besides (as I was) bruised for a few days. And this took

my memory back to a 184 very nicely arranged little poem of Tommy Moore's, wherein

he represents an atheist laughing at so small a fruit as an acorn growing on so large a

tree as an oak; then falling to sleep under the tree, and having an acorn fall upon his

eye, etc.! If Tommy Moore had had a bread-fruit fall upon his thigh, he would not have

written that homespun and really mischievous nonsense. After a short time, and before
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my pain ceased, the valley narrowed into an intensely wooded mountain glen, hemmed

in by vertical cliffs of what might almost be called a grotesquely picturesque form and

outline, ragged, precipitous, and imposing. A stony, prattling stream rushes down the

middle, which we often had to cross before reaching (as I insisted on doing) the very last

practicable standing-place. Then, to add to the romance of the spot, “Harry,” pointing to

the mass of timbered rocks in front, told me how some explorers had lost their way among

the dark fastnesses, and had been found just in time to save their lives; and how among

those dark recesses there could be still found caverns with old chiefs' bones who had been

buried there. The kukuis, of which trees I have already spoken, swarmed the mountains'

sides, and lower down were an abundance of the guava tree, loaded with fruit, hanging

close over our heads, and filling the sunlit air with their well-known aromatic perfume.

When we returned to Waipuku, it occurred to me that I might be very much at a loss if I

made my mountain excursion alone, where I should not be able 185 to understand what

was said to me, so I asked leave for “Willie” (a very nice lad, who spoke Kanaka, engaged

in Major Cornwell's thorough-bred stables) to accompany me; and accordingly, when the

carriage came at eight o'clock the next morning, we started together. The distance to

Makawa was about sixteen miles, and the drive was uninteresting. On our way I took care

to supply myself with some beer and brandy, which was sedulously brought out to me,

bottle by bottle, with a certain religious interval between each delivery.

“Why don't you bring all at once?”

“Daren't, sir; it is against the (prohibition) law. Only one bottle allowed to be sold at a time

to one person.”

Divine legislators! How I gloated over the petty fraud that I was instrumental in creating!

And do you think I would have starved upon the mountain to prevent it? So on we went,

through cactus everywhere, but no timber, and at about noon arrived at Mr. Anderson's

store, which we happily found full of provisions.
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And what of the letter? Of course the horses were all saddled and waiting I But there was

neither letter nor horse! And about a quarter of an hour after we had come, there came

the letter to announce that we were coming. My idea had been that we might manage the

mountain after arrival, on the same afternoon, and leave again on the following morning.

Perhaps that was too bold an intention under the 186 best of circumstances, and certainly

was impossible of execution under the worst; so the journey rested for the morrow; and

altogether this was best, for, though it involved a night's ride up, it secured a superb

realization of my anticipations.

The afternoon, therefore, was to be devoted to making arrangements, and afforded ample

time for so doing. For everything on this score, as well as for food, we depended on Mr.

Anderson, who fulfilled that office to his best; but that best (as he himself remarked)

was little better than bad, for he had to deal with a dark skinned, stubborn brute about

the horses, who knew me to be in his power and meant to make the best of me. Kouna

was his name. Bull-headed, bull-bodied, and bull-minded, he was just one of those

animals whose mere appearance would have summarily dispersed in an instant all lofty

impressions with which a recent reader of Addison's soliloquy might have been inspired,

and have suddenly converted “It must be so” into “It cannot be so.” Three horses at ten

dollars each, or none at all, and no overruling providence of competition to protect me! It

wasn't the money! Oh no, of course not! Well, not the money only, but more. The creature

was robbing me of just half that sum, and knew it, as he stolidly kept looking just half a

quarter of an inch outside my eyes.

“I have called him every name I could think of to shame him,” said Mr. Anderson.

“Say no more,” said Mr. Aubertin. “Tell the 187 brute to bring the horses at two o'clock

precisely, to-morrow morning.”

At one o'clock on Wednesday morning, the 15th, Willie shook me as I lay in my plaid upon

the floor, and we struggled up and out. I armed myself with two bottles of cold coffee,
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and some biscuits and brandy the beer was for below—and the horses being there, we

began our journey. The sky was bright and the moon was full, and the mountain lay clear

before us. There was a fair road leading up to a place called Olinda, a not capacious

city, for it consisted of just one house, tight closed and ghostly looking. Soon afterwards

Willie's horse began to fail, and, making use of him as an interpreter, I desired him to tell

Kouna that he must change horses, giving up his white one. This proceeding took place,

certainly not to the disadvantage of the white, but much to that of Willie's, which, under

the lump of Kouna, shortly failed altogether and left him on his legs. By-and-by our course

became very rough and rugged; steep, with loose boulders and large holes. My own horse

was good and clever, and the moonlight was a charm. But all so cold and silent! and a

moon seems never sympathetic. Her shadows, too, are so curious. They are so black

and deceptive. I believe the sun's shadows—daylight shadows—are never really black.

I am sure the moon's are so; and there is this peculiarity about them also—they yield no

penumbra, or half-shadow. Look before you, and all is silver-brilliant; turn and look back,

and everything is dark and lost; 188 while it is the light of the full moon before you, it is

the darkness of the new moon behind you. And the shadows of the mountain-side were

as deceptive as possible. Every shrub and bush seemed to have deep holes about them;

and as the day began to dawn, and that mysterious mixture of the two lights began to

show, this effect became even more intensified. But my horse paid no attention to it all,

and stepped into no holes, nor thought of any—proving what a hindrance is the human

intellect sometimes. We passed what is called the Cave a little before five; here people

sometimes sleep, and were the mountain now and then visited, and such an arrangement

fairly practicable, it would be the best. We, however, had no affinity with the cave, and still

clambered on. It was now broad daylight, and up and up Willie and I went, leaving Kouna

and his boy with both their bad horses quite behind, and with the huge ridge of the vast

volcano standing sharply and raggedly out above us and beyond us. At about the last

half-hour below we also left our horses, and toiled up on foot. And at last, and at last, we

reached the brink, and just as we appeared there, the rising sun appeared there too.
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What did I behold? A sea of silvery cloud. The cold enormous crater, twenty-four miles in

circumference, and two thousand feet deep at its deepest point, was filled throughout with

white mountain mist, on which I looked down from some hundreds of feet above. This sight

was in itself a glorious 189 one; nor were the misty glories confined to this crater alone.

On these the sun had not yet begun to shine, but on seas and seas of other surrounding

mists—the tops of clouds—he was in full blaze. In the far distance, in the island of Hawaii

that I had left, I saw the crests of Mauna Kea and Mauna Loa standing out above their

swan-downed necks against the spotless sky. We were all quite separated from the world

below; and as I gazed on these two giants, each in turn, there came to me a line from

Wordsworth, not indeed addressed to a mountain crag, but to a soaring skylark—

“A privacy of glorious light is thine.”

I did not experience the slightest misgiving amidst all this shroud of silvery vapour,

because I felt that we had the whole day before us, and I knew from the weather, and from

such mountain experience as I possessed, that all these white luminous mists must by-

and-by take their way.

There is a great deal in repeating a scene. I could not do this here by time, but I could by

sleep; so when I had gazed enough on all before me, leaving my companion to do much

as he pleased, I took some coffee and biscuits and brandy and dozed off into a three-

parts sleep. I was waked in about half an hour by a gentle breeze that had sprung up, and,

looking over the brink again, I found the sun was shining on a large extent of the crater

cloud, and that the whole of that mantle was in the beginnings 190 of a general movement.

The wind came in from the south-east or Kaupo Gap, and blew all before it very gradually

towards the angle to my right, and onwards to the Koolai Gap on the north. I have never

looked upon any scene of this character among mountains, so immense, so solemn, so

mysterious and imposing. It seemed as if the great crater was by condescension allowing

itself to be seen; not by a regular unveiling of itself, but by greater and lesser withdrawings

of the veil, and then by a renewal of the concealment. But the main of the movement was
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to clear. At last the whole was a shining scene, and the enormous picture lay open before

and below me, containing in its gigantic womb several large cones, of which one measures

in height 750 feet from the unequal flooring. The deepest part was to my left, towards the

Koulau Gap, and though it may sometimes be a childish act to throw stones into a great

depth, yet here the dislodging a huge mass at the edge and sending it headlong down

served to realize in a startling manner the actual profundity. Down went the crag, loudly

vociferating at first; then softer in sound; and at last, still bounding helplessly along, visible

to the eye, but wholly silent to the ear.

From first to last I stayed on my craggy throne for some three hours, gazing and dozing by

turns, appealing to my coffee, and thus renewing at intervals my impressions. At last it was

time to go, and Kauna and his boy having come up and gone to sleep, but with only one of

their horses, we all 191 marched off together. I have no pseudo-scientific observations to

make upon Haleakalá. I sought it, and saw it as a wonder; and as a wonder, and far from a

mere blank wonder, it will remain with me for life.

A long, fatiguing downward ride (during which we picked up the derelict horse) brought

us below Olinda, where we found relief in a good natural gallop to the store. We took

some food and finished the beer with Mr. Anderson, bid him good-bye, cursed Kouna,

and departed. When we arrived at Waikupu, I found Major Cornwell at home. After his

explosion of indignation at the thirty dollars, we went to dinner, and fell into a long and

interesting conversation about mountains and sugar, and about his horses, which we

were to visit in their meadows to-morrow. “And so” to bed, without the duty of Haleakalá

to summon me up at one o'clock o' the morning. On the contrary, the next day's duties

were very light. The large, low prairie, with the horses and cattle and drinking-troughs,

were visited. Major Cornwell is a breeder, and in his stable has one very fine race-horse.

I did not go over the sugar works, for I had already seen so much of these in Brazil; but in

the evening walked up the hill behind, with his two children, to see the house and garden

belonging to Major Cornwell's mother. Walking back again, I was surprised to observe

the improved aspect of Haleakalá. The dip of the valley was more apparent from where I
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stood, and he seemed to start from 192 lower down; a curious result that from mounting

higher yourself you should thus give greater apparent height to the distant object. But so it

was.

On the Friday night both Major Cornwell and myself were bound for Honolulu by the

steamer Kinau. We were therefore driven down by “Harry” in the public car, who informed

me, with much glee, that Kouna had “got drunk” with his ill-gotten dollars, and had been

locked up in consequence. I expected and found on board my friend the bishop. We

received each other with open arms, and I again greeted Captain King. The night was

beautiful, and at seven o'clock on the morning of Saturday, the 18th, we found ourselves

at Honolulu, and made our way to our old quarters at the hotel.

The bishop and I had exactly one week before us at Honolulu before the arrival of the

return boat to San Francisco, and each made the best of his time, the bishop in his own

line. For myself, I had but very shortly arrived when I received another visit from the

energetic representative of the Daily Bulletin , who called to know how we had fared, and

how we were impressed with our volcanic excursion. Mr. Creighton also called on his way

to attend his Majesty King Kalakoua on a royal visit to the Japanese vessel then in port,

and fixed an appointment for presenting me to the Honourable Mr. Gibson, then Prime

Minister, with a view to my being presented to his Majesty.

The interview with Mr. Gibson took place on 193 Sunday morning, and was long and

interesting. He bears the name of “The Shepherd of Lanai,” having been a great breeder

of sheep in that small island, from his first coming to the kingdom, and he naturally

dwelt upon that theme. But what took me quite by surprise was to find him speaking of

a small work, intended to precede a larger one, which he had written “on that poor lone

island amidst the care of flocks,” and a copy of which he produced and presented to me,

engaging me on the subject. He was aware (but I know not how) that I had translated

“The Lusiads” into English verse, and thus I suddenly found myself, even in the Hawaiian

Islands, talking of Camoens! In that small work of his he speaks of “the strifes and toils of a
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very chequered career,” a phrase which must be held to have gained additional force since

I returned from the islands, for he has been driven thence, and not only from power, but in

actual fear for his life; nay, more, while these sheets are going through the press his death

is announced from San Francisco.

At the close of our interview it was arranged that I should be presented to his Majesty

next morning; and returning with Mr. Creighton, my already existing desire to visit New

Zealand was enhanced by his showing me a portfolio of beautiful views in that island,

which he had received as a present in remembrance of his fifteen years' residence

there, during ten of which he was a representative. On that same Sunday evening an

important event occurred; the O 194 bishop broke his word, and cancelling his “emphatic

No,” he preached! Neither he, however, nor those who heard him, could find difficulty in

forgiving, for he preached to a large congregation, and the approval and gratification were

unanimous.

On Monday, the 20th, Mr. Gibson paid me an early call, and appointed me to meet him

in the Parliament House at eleven, when he took me to the handsome Iolani palace and

presented me to his Majesty, King Kalakoua. My reception and interview were extremely

pleasant. The first thing that struck me was that his Majesty had a very pleasant voice; and

here it occurs to me to say that all the Hawaiians have pleasant soft voices—all who ever

spoke to me, and all whom I have heard speak. I mean the real Hawaiian. And what a gift

this is! So many good people have unpleasant voices, which is a great drawback. I do not

include loud talkers, who are exceptionally unpleasant. In short, loud talkers and bangers

of doors are exceptional nuisances. The next point was his Majesty's facile English; it

ran without an effort. His first observation, too, I should recall. “When I saw your name,”

he said, “as coming from England, I sent to inquire for you directly, but heard you had

gone to Hawaii. I was anxious to see you, for I never shall forget the great kindness and

hospitality with which I was received when I visited your country.” The interview was rather

prolonged, and his Majesty conversed upon a variety of topics, showing much general

knowledge and much diplomatic capacity. 195 And on my departing he said he should
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send for me again, as he had some things to show me. Accordingly, the next morning,

Colonel Curtis P. Iaukea, of his Majesty's staff, and Brigade-Major Burrell Hayley (whom

I recognized as a son and nephew of two brothers, clergymen, of my acquaintance in

England), called to take me to the palace, when his Majesty showed me a large collection

of maps, tracing his own workings out of the geographical genealogy of the islands; also

the soundings of the ocean to San Francisco, in reference to submarine telegraphic

communication. He also spoke of a probable telegraphic line to Vancouver, so as to obtain

a connection with England and Europe through the Queen's dominions. He then took me

into the next room, and showed me a most beautiful spread of the old feather cloaks and

tippets, all made from the feathers of a bird called the Oo. The delicate richness of these

robes is quite unique, and the artistic arrangements of the golds and scarlets and yellows

most striking, not only in themselves, but as showing a great amount of purely natural art

which Europeans might envy. That art is lost, and the king told me he was making every

possible effort to revive it. The mode in which the feathers were worked in from behind

was as striking in its way as the front. To see these things Honolulu must be seen; they

are to be found nowhere else. “Poor birds!” one is tempted to exclaim; but it is the same

old story everywhere. Wherever Nature shows beauty, we grasp it at all cost, and turn it to

196 our own selfish purposes, covering this natural propensity by laying it to the account

of a Creator who made all things for our use. And so we shall go on ad infinitum. So soon

as I could take my eyes off these beautiful objects, his Majesty bid me accompany him

to his Prime Minister's, where he was going to luncheon, and afterwards (which act of

condescension I was bound to obey) drove me to the hotel.

When I returned I found the bishop, with an invitation to us both to join an evening party at

the house of Mr. F. W. Damon, the superintendent of the Chinese Mission in these islands,

where we met a large party, several of whom had travelled the world about and were full of

information; and Mrs. Damon gave me a sprig of small leaves gathered by Mr. Damon at

Camoens' Grotto at Macao. It would be difficult to find any one more earnest in his pursuit

than Mr. Damon, and I should gather that he is as persuasive as earnest. But it must be a
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hard and trying task. I find by the “Honolulu Almanac and Directory for 1886,” edited and

compiled by Mr. Creighton—an admirable work, by the way—that according to the census

of 1884, out of 17,939 of this nationality living in the kingdom, there were but 300 reported

by Mr. Damon himself as being Christians. These Chinese form a considerable element

in the population of the whole kingdom. That total is given in 1884 as 80,578, of whom

17,939, or rather more than a fifth, are Chinese. And here, again, is that same surprising

disproportion between males and females 197 that I was almost afraid to write in reference

to San Francisco, for with 17,068 males there are only 871 females. In Honolulu itself

the males are given as 4,712, and the females only as 513. A Chinese baby, however, is

worth a dozen to look at!

The Chinese are great gardeners; 1060 are numbered in Honolulu as agriculturists; they

are also astute traders, showing 1146 as shop and storekeepers, and the Hawaiians

cannot compete with them. One more leading item is that of labourers, showing 730

under that head. They are the great laundrymen also, numbering under that head 325.

Their linen is sent home in charming style, as I can personally testify; but I am not quite

sure they do not use some sly damaging matter. Be that as it may, Ching Wong washed

remarkably well.

There is a great deal of general education going on among the Hawaiians; “there are

excellent government schools with free compulsory education,” and “the native Hawaiians

are above the average in educational acquirements, in proportion to population.” As

regards other sources of instruction, the bishop and I were exceedingly gratified by a visit

to the Oahu College and Punahou Preparatory School, on the invitation of the worthy

president, the Rev. W. C. Merritt. It is this college that the two young ladies of whom I have

already spoken came to join as teachers. The admirable school and dwelling buildings

are at Punahou (two miles distant from Honolulu), a charming park-like property. The 198

meaning of that word is the pleasant sounding one of “The New Spring;” and the institution

fairly calls itself “the highest seminary of learning in this young Hawaiian kingdom.” Male

and female pupils are equally educated on most reasonable terms, and teachers attend
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pupils at their dwellings. Every branch of education appears to have a place, and an

admirable and increasing library is at the service of all. On looking over what is called

the “Catalogue of the College,” it would be difficult to say what branch of instruction was

overlooked. The very best wishes must be entertained for such an institution as this, and

the lively interest that Mr. Merritt takes in his office, is of itself sufficient to attract sympathy.

As regards political education, it is kept alive by several newspapers. Of the energetic

Daily Bulletin I have already spoken. The Pacific Commercial Advertizer is graced with

the pen of my friend, Mr. Creighton. Mr. Atkinson edits the independent and outspoken

Hawaiian Gazette , and Mr. Reginald Nuttall conducts the Daily Standard. The government

of the kingdom is, as is well known, a constitutional monarchy, and the legislative power

of the kingdom is vested in the king and the legislature, which consists of the nobles and

representatives sitting together in one chamber.

Since I was in the islands a great crisis has taken place, into the particulars of which I

naturally do not, as a foreigner, enter, further than to say that I have had sent to me (for

which I am greatly obliged) a 199 full copy of the new constitution, sworn to by the king on

the 6th day of July, 1887, together with a copy of the Hawaiian Gazette of the 12th of the

same month, containing much wholesome matter.

Neither king nor people will have cause to regret this new constitution accepted by

his Majesty, if it proves his people, from whom it has emanated, to be strong and

enlightened enough to insist on taking a worthy position among the greater nations,

and correspondingly to add dignity to his crown. As regards the fundamental principle,

however, to which I have referred, that remains the same as it was. At the invitation of

Mr. Creighton, then Minister of Foreign Affairs, I went down to witness the session at

Parliament House. Naturally associating such assemblies with our own, I was rather

timid at taking the seat by the side of the Prime Minister, and only very little out of line,

to which I was invited. But there I sat, appreciating the proceedings for some twenty

minutes. All, as is needless to say, was conducted with great decorum; but as there must
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be ever something to amuse wherever you go, I found something here. The debates are

conducted in both languages, Hawaiian and English, and this fact naturally requires an

interpreter. While I was there the orator of the moment was speaking in English, and when

he had given vent to such an amount of matter as the interpreter could hold together

he stopped, and the interpretation was delivered. Piece by piece this went on. It was

curious, and I thought 200 must terribly hamper the orator. But what much amused me

was to notice the interpreter. He was no mere schoolboy echoer, as many men are, by the

way, who read lectures, which nobody ought to be allowed to do. He took up the parable

splendidly. He spoke with gesture and cadence marked and emphatic, as if he himself had

been the representative and was speaking from his heart. Nay, he much surpassed the

speaker; and if I had not known what was going on, I should have supposed his unknown

phrases were persistent protests against what had been said in English, instead of an

adorned and emphatic repetition of it.

The scene recalled to my mind one that I remember at Brighton a number of years ago.

There was then a Rev. Mr. Trocke who officiated at Chapel Royal. He read with that

curious artificial, cramped monotony of voice (I don't say the present speaker did that)

that some clergymen think it as most decorous and reverent to assume; while his clerk, by

way of contrast, mouthed out the responses and the alternate verses with all possible, and

almost impossible, turnings and twistings both of voice and eye. I am not at all prepared

to say, however, that the interpreter in this case erred by exaggeration. “Action, action,

and again action.” It was curious to see the House of Lords and Commons, so to say, all

“sitting together.”

One day after our return to Honolulu a book of very beautiful readings was put into my

hands. It 201 was a carefully prepared collection of some of the most exquisite ferns I ever

saw. Yet my eyes had had some experience in these plants, though I do not presume to

be a botanist; for some years ago I sent home from Brazil a very choice selection of them,

which had been very carefully put together for me. The truth is that the Hawaiian Islands

are unrivalled in their ferns. They even defy New Zealand. I am told there are some three
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hundred species of them; and among these there appear, in singular profusion, that most

graceful growth, the Tree Fern. These trees are abundant in the Brazilian forests, but in

certain parts of the Hawaiian Islands they would appear to constitute almost a forest of

themselves.

My stay at the capital was greatly enlivened by various drives with Captain Burrell Hayley,

in his four-in-hand open car; and it was a separate pleasure to see how well he kept

his team together, tutored by his own hand. In one of our excursions he took me to call

on H.R.H. Princess Lydia Kamakaeha Liliuokalani, heir presumptive to the throne, and

married to His Excellency John Owen Dominis, Governor of Oahu, and of Maui and its

dependencies, and Member of the House of Nobles and of the Privy Council of State.

This was a most pleasing call. Madame Dominis, always with the Hawaiian voice, was

surrounded with a variety of old national ornaments, and took pleasure in showing them

and explaining them, always speaking in admirable English. In particular I remember the

large feather ornaments 202 called kahilis, made also from the Oo, and carried, I believe,

in processions. In short, so associated did I insensibly become with all I saw, that when

we came away, I told Captain Hayley that he had driven me into Old Hawaii. We also

called on the British Commissioner and Consul-General, Major Woodhouse; and all these

gentlemen I had the pleasure of meeting at a dinner to which Mr. Creighton was good

enough to invite me.

These drives also enabled me to see much of the surroundings of Honolulu, and to note

the abundant horticulture. Among other cultivations is to be specially noted that of the

kilo, or taro, out of which is made the great native food called poi. The plant itself put me

in mind of the yam, and it is grown in flooded ground, standing in water, like rice. When

gathered, however, the root is about the driest I ever saw, and seemed to me to contrast

so strangely with the water melon in this respect. Grown in wet it ripens dry; whereas the

other, growing (as I have seen it) in the hottest and driest of soils, ripens into little else

than liquid. Poi is to the Hawaiians what pulque is to the Mexicans, which I have explained

in a former book. The natives grind it and boil it into a thick substance very like thick paste.
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The lower classes eat it in Arab fashion. They dip their forefinger into it, and suck it off.

The only person that I ever saw eating it was the native purser on board the Kinau , who

pursued a slightly less inelegant method. He eat it off a fork, dipping that spiked 203 article

into it and turning it quickly round on its way to his mouth, as you might with thick honey,

to prevent its dropping. The food is reported as highly nutritious, and looked disagreeable

enough to be recommended by the Faculty.

One of the most melancholy objects which I saw in Honolulu— the most, I am bound to

say, and the only melancholy one, perhaps—was the small unfinished fragment of an

intended Anglican cathedral. It looked so like an example of “This man began to build, and

was not able to finish.” Nothing, after all, is more mistaken in building than the adopting

the style of a great structure for a small one. But the desolate appearance of this fragment

seemed to me to suggest the question, “What do they want out here with a cathedral?”

And this question might possibly seem to suggest another.

Waikiki, under the brow of Cape Diamond, was a spot to be visited, and an agreeable

opportunity for doing this occurred to my bishop and myself in receiving an invitation from

Mr. Hall to dine with his wife and family one evening. The spot is charming, and some

strange growths of cocoanut trees, leaning and bending about as if they might with ease

be broken, amused me much. The house we found most romantically built. We dined in

a large verandah, and indeed room, embracing under its roof a number of huge trees,

producing a most novel, romantic effect. And one arrangement was a striking example

of what recourses necessity will enforce. In 204 the middle was a structure which I can

compare with nothing else than a gigantic meat-safe, planted on the floor.

“What on earth is that?”

“Get inside; it is a large cage to protect us from the mosquitos, and here we often sit.”
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I may here say, in passing, that I was not particularly troubled with this irritating insect

during my sojourn in the islands. But seasons differ.

It is not often that you call on a friend to do something for you because you have dined

with him, but it did happen to me to behave in this fashion towards my friend, Mr. Berger.

For while tasting some excellent coffee after dinner, at his picturesque Honolulu dwelling,

where he lives happily, the consort of an Hawaiian lady, and with a family, I was curious

to know whence it came. It was “Kona coffee” from that district in Hawaii—Kona meaning

South-west—and so my mind was set on taking home this sort of remembrance of my

visit. It has fully maintained its character in London, as possessing a most delicate,

aromatic flavour, and it is my selfish pleasure to be able to say to somebody who asks

where I got it, meaning thereby “Where can I get it?” to answer plump, “At Kona, in the

Hawaiian Islands.” Why is it that we derive an extra pleasure in having pleased from

knowing that others can't do the same thing? This theme would well serve to provoke the

well-known cut and dried phrase in the sermon, “Now, all this is very sad, but so it is.” 205

Why more coffee is not cultivated, and why more tobacco also, I do not know. Rice stands

next to sugar-cane. I wish I could have visited fertile Kauai; and had I been a doctor I might

have gone to Molokai and talked of leprosy.

The Francisco boat having been signalled early on the morning of Saturday, the 25th,

I went to the palace to pay my last respects to his Majesty, and in the afternoon Major

Hayley drove me down to the quay, where the bishop and I got on board the Alameda —

Captain Morse—having bid good-bye to Honolulu and to all the good folks we had known

there. This was not the last, however, for behold, I presently saw the bishop, full of smiles

and flowers, shaking hands with my two young friends of the Mariposa , who had come on

board from the college to bestow their flowery farewell. It was, of course, quite as much

as I could do to squeeze in as his mere deacon, but I managed a corner, and I believe

got one flower, pulled out of his nosegay for me! And, of course, again, there were mutual

regrets that I had visited the college in their absence. I really believe I felt a secret pang
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at parting, though perhaps not such a one as those two might feel in parting from one

another. If they see these pages, and see anything to contradict in them, I hope they will

write to me.

Bomb! “The king is here and wants to see you.” We appeared to be on shore again; so

many had come off to see friends, and champagne was doing its best to stifle tears. In

my turn, I bowed to his 206 Majesty's “bon voyage,” and was presently greeted with a

handshake of regret in the person of Mr. Newton, formerly Attorney-General. The regret

here was mutual; that we had never met on shore. And so at last a general “Farewell”

all round. Our vessel then made her first stroke for home upon the water, and at the

same moment a band on shore began to play. The scheme here arranged might sound

somewhat theatrical, but still it was well conceived; for, under orders, the national air of

each of the nations represented by the various passengers on board was played in turn:

“God Save the Queen” of course among the number. So farewell to beautiful Honolulu and

all kind hospitable friends, and presently farewell to Diamond Point. But it was not only in

coming and going that I had looked on Diamond Point; for many a time at about sunset I

had mounted into the lantern of the hotel for the purpose of enjoying the view thence. You

have the varied green apse of mountains before you, looking towards the Pali; the noble

Waianae range to your left; and the noble Diamond Head to your right. The golden sun

is gilding all. What a climate these beautiful islands enjoy! Between the heights and the

hollows you may choose; but all is benignant, and Pomona vies with Flora.

So at sea with Captain Morse for a pleasant voyage, and not less “at sea” on the next

(Sunday) evening at a volunteer lecture. Mr. Carter, the Hawaiian Minister to Washington,

also returned with 207 us, and I had thus afterwards an opportunity of confirming an

acquaintance which proved to be of the most friendly assistance to me on visiting that

city. I It was on this passage that I realized for the first time, after many thousand miles of

ocean, a funeral at sea; indeed, there were two. On Monday, the 27th, a man was tilted off

into the waves, and on the following day an infant's body took the like course. We had not

seen either, both having come on board very ill, so that the effect, so often described, of
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one out of a few being missed, was not experienced. But there was something of a strange

sensation in looking over the bulwarks, seeing the sack half-way out on a plank below, first

covered with the flag, then the flag drawn away, and at the given moment the object tilted

off and going down out of sight in the dark depths of ocean.

Our passage was enlivened by many meetings in Captain Morse's cabin of an evening,

discussing all sorts of matters, and on one occasion at night he also, like Captain

Hayward, was called out to witness something singular—a light on our starboard side

which betokened some strange “something.” This time, however, the call was not

successful. We all came out to see; but Captain Morse, to our disappointment, coolly

remarked, “No doubt it's moving, and a little later you'll see it a little higher” It was a huge

star—but not of Bethlehem; it was not Venus.

The weather had continued so fair with us that 208 I now felt quite sure of a grand view

of the Golden Gate and San Francisco Bay. Deluded man! At an early hour on Saturday

morning, the 2nd of October, we entered bay and fog at the same time. So my third and

last hope in this regard was gone, and I had only to get to the Palace Hotel.

“Will you tell me,” I asked of a condoling American, “in what season Frisco Bay is not foggy

and your railway journeys are not dusty?”

Thus, with a distance to and fro of 4200 miles, I was back from Honolulu and in the States

again at Frisco. And now my object was New England, while yet in time to see her dressed

in all the golden glories of her tints of autumn, or, as they picturesquely call it in America,

the Fall.

CHAPTER IX. MANITOU—ALBANY—BOSTON.

Having nothing to detain me on my second visit to this great American city with a Spanish

name, my first object was to arrange for my journey as far as Albany, and thence to move

onwards to Boston. Accordingly, I was about to address myself to the office of the great
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land navigators upon that subject, when a most active and energetic gentleman, Mr. T.

D. McKay, “Pacific Coast Passenger Agent,” presented himself, instinctively divining that

I was eastward bound. The whole affair was, of course, to him no matter at all; “Come

with me, sir, and it's done; I know them all, and they all know me.” This was quite the

fact, and away we went together to Cook and Sons, in Montgomery Street, close by.

“The Burlington Route”—that was the word—“The Burlington Route.” A “through ticket”

to Albany was bought and paid for. All would be smooth and comfortable, and the whole

distance was 3563 miles. It is of no use looking at figures that represent distances when

you are travelling in the States. Besides which, you are not bound to swallow the whole

dish, or drink the whole dozen of wine, at a P 210 sitting. You have licence to stop here

and there to take breath; and again I must remark upon the concentration of attention

given in the States to keep everybody moving about, with all sorts of information at hand

besides. Another suggestion was also made to me (and to this I shall have to refer when

I speak of leaving New York for Liverpool in March) as regards my passage to England.

Seeing that I had arrived by the Australian steamer, though not from Australia, I was

entitled to a “White Star” ticket, if taken at Frisco, at a reduced price; and it would be good

for twelve months. So I took it.

Thus fortified, I bid good-bye to Mr. Hutchinson, to whom I recounted all my success

in the islands connected with his letters, and started by the Central Pacific line at 3.30

on Tuesday, the 5th of October, for Ogden, in Utah, passing through Sacramento, the

capital city of the State of California. Mr. Carter was also in the train, and Mr. Brewer, of

Boston, to whom he opportunely introduced me. He told me of a curious fact connected

with Nevada, the first State we passed through after leaving California. The mining interest

so increased its population, that in 1861 it was admitted as a State. Now, however, it is too

thinly populated to justify that honour, but cannot be put back as a Territory again. This

journey was to compass 883 miles out of my total; and at Ogden we were to leave Pacific

Time and take up Mountain Time, thus being put forward an hour by the 211 clock. We

passed two nights on this journey, arriving at Ogden at eight o'clock on Thursday morning,
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the 7th. These forty hours or so comprehended two nights, and though a home bed is

better than a Pullman car bed, yet two nights in a Pullman car bed were better than two

whole days and a night, for so dreary, dusty, and wearying a stretch of country I never saw

before. Nothing much more than harsh, dry sage-bush appeared. If we were not Within the

actual precincts of what is most justly called The Great American Desert, then the district

we passed over ought to be added to that ill-omened region. It is already large enough.

The maps mark it just to the south of the railway, and its dimensions are given in the last

edition of Appleton's guide-book (A. and C. Black, Edinburgh)—which, unfortunately for

me, has been published only since my return—as of sixty miles square; not of sixty square

miles only, but “about sixty miles long, and of the same width.” Talk of the wilderness of

Judaæ! Add to this that the average rate of the train was only some twenty-one miles or

so per hour, and you will scarcely be inclined to apply American magniloquent adjectives

about scenery, except in a contrary sense, or in contrary language. Hence Mr. Carter went

on straight to New York, but Mr. Brewer and I continued to Salt Lake City, about another

forty miles, and lodged ourselves at the Walker House Hotel.

For a certain period before arriving at Ogden, and thence to Salt Lake City, there was

something more 212 of interest attaching to the journey, in that we skirted the Great Salt

Lake; properly called “great,” for its measurements, according to some, show 3150 square

miles of water—ninety miles in length, with an average width of thirty-five. Others give

seventy-five miles by thirty. It stands 4200 feet above the sea; several streams flow into it;

it has no outlet, and its waters are intensely briny. All the minute descriptions concerning

its qualities, including bathing in it, coincide very much with those of the Dead Sea in Syria;

but though I bathed in the former, after insisting that I would not, I kept to this insistance as

regards the Great Salt Lake. Some of the mountains round are grand, but all are dry; and,

large as the lake is, many striking dry margins are pointed out, which appear to show that

it has been a great deal larger.

As to Salt Lake City itself, what is there now to be said of it? Suppose I were to say it was

becoming quite demoralized; that would mean, in one sense, that it was losing its original
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character; but in another sense, that it was gaining character by losing its polygamy. That

much, we are all given to understand, is the fact; nor is it to be wondered at. However

honest and honourable polygamy may be among other races—and we all very well know

that it ever has been so, and still is—yet among our own it is wholly strange, and indeed

abhorrent, because discordant. It is a transplanted tree that must wither. There is no

room for it; and, at all events, it would certainly puzzle the Chinese in the States 213

and the Islands to practise it among themselves. During our short stay we had neither

opportunity nor inclination to talk much about it, and what would be the use of copying all

that has been said already? But in short conversations the observation was constantly

and emphatically repeated, that Utah will never be raised to the dignity of a State while

polygamy exists within it.

As regards the city itself, it is built upon a sandy fiat, with very wide, straight streets laid

out at right angles to one another, and of some 120 feet wide. They are planted, and have

running water on both sides. The blocks are divided into lots of about an acre each, and

the dwellings are generally surrounded by gardens and orchards. In these respects, where

will you find a city laid out with such care and such consideration for health and comfort?

The distinctive building is, of course, the Tabernacle, with its wonderful acoustic

properties. It is oval in shape, and the great waggon-head roof is supported by an outside

peristyle, of as many as forty-six very large sandstone pillars. It must be the only building

which the world has yet seen in which every one of 15,000 listeners can hear what is said

to them. There is also the still incomplete Temple which, when its roof and pinnacles are

added, will be an imposing building; and there is, again, the Endowment House. Appleton

says that the Temple is to cost $10,000,000, or more than £2,000,000 sterling.

214

From Salt Lake City, Mr. Brewer returned to Ogden, on his way to Boston, and I prepared

myself for a journey over the Denver and Rio Grande line, where I expected to be

rewarded for the dreary country I had hitherto passed through. I therefore went to the
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office and obtained an outline as to times and spots, and at ten minutes past eleven on

Friday morning, October 8th, the train started for Denver, a distance of 735 miles. We

were very soon winding among dry mountains, jagged and picturesque, but not lofty;

but by-and-by we came to what is called the Castle Gate and Castle Cañon. The Gate

consists of two huge pillars, standing out integrally from a huge mass of rocks behind, to

a height, one of 500, and the other of 450 feet. They are of a rich-coloured sandstone,

and are dressed in parts with dark fir-trees. The impression as you pass between them, if

you stand on the footboard, is very striking; great effect being caused by the rushing Price

river, that stream and the train crowding one another, as it were, side by side, as they

both rush through. Hence during the whole afternoon the rugged scenery was constantly

presenting some new grouping of interest, until sunset approached and threatened us with

darkness. But sunset contributed its share to the effects.

A very remarkable dappled sky gradually grew into strong colouring, presenting, as was

remarked by more than one of us, the appearance of a large Turkey carpet spread semi-

transparently over the west. Then a long range of rather distant mountains 215 took on

that very favourite colour, rose-madder, of which I have seen so much on and surfaces,

such as those on the Egyptian mountains and the Andes. I could not but give vent to

the expression that we might fancy ourselves on the Nile, when a lady, suddenly turning

round, said, “I was making the very same remark to my husband: we have both been

there.” There seems to be a peculiar property in dry and friable surfaces for producing

this especial colour. Presently all these tints were transferred to a then spotless sky, and

gradually died away; and so came on the night.

Early in the morning we were to wake to see the Black Cañon of the Gunnison river;

and we accordingly breakfasted very early at a station called Cimarron. Here an open

“observation car” was put on the end of the train. There are fifteen miles of this cañon;

so that for enjoyment of all the varieties of red rock and tree, rushing water of the river

running towards us so close that it seemed trying to wash us back again from our

intrusion, chasms, heights, sharp curves threatening catastrophe to the astonished eye
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—for the enjoyment of all these varieties, there was ample time. The morning, it is true,

was cold, and several of us, though unable to resist the open car, crouched as nearly as

possible to the fore-part, so as to get the protection of the next carriage. But, of course,

this cost them a great part of the scenic effects. One saw directly that the proper place was

as far back as possible (and the car was a very long 216 one), so as to secure a view as

far forward as possible. And in taking such a place I was greatly impressed by leaning over

from side to side at times, in order to lose sight of the locomotive round a rapid curve of

rocks, where the rest of our train was to follow it.

At about ten o'clock we began the ascent of the Marshall's Pass, which rises at last to a

height of 10,800 feet above the sea. The engineering skill displayed here is a matter of just

pride, and as you look back over the curves you can see the long tressel bridge over which

you have passed with more self-control than you could now command in doing so after

having seen it. But it is to be observed over this part of the line that the views are much

obstructed by the long galleries which it has been deemed necessary to build in order to

secure safety to the service.

At Salida we came to an early dinner, after which our second great adventure in the

“observation car” was to be through what is called the Grand Cañon. This Pass is eight

miles in length, and in traversing it the train follows the line of the Arkansas river. We

travelled against stream by the side of the Gunnison in the Black Cañon, but here we

were running down stream with the Arkansas, and the effect thus produced is, in my own

idea, much enhanced. Always work down a pass if you can; there is far more illusion in

descent than in ascent when the path you take is dark and threatening. Here the effect of

the scenery may be in general 217 classed with that of the Black Cañon, until you come

to the lower portion, which is called the Royal Gorge. Here the passage becomes little

more than a large fissure, and you descend deeper and deeper into the rocky darkness,

and the river foams along between cliffs of a sheer thousand feet perpendicular height,

as bare as lonely. Surely no sunshine ever penetrated into parts of these dark passages!

One wonders now and then how the line could ever have been driven through, especially
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at a spot where a long iron bridge of a most ingenious construction hangs suspended from

the beetling sides. In one sense, it might be desired to loiter through these fastnesses and

dwell at leisure on their surly grandeur; but in another, there I is an increase of excitement,

giving double life to the journey in the roar and rapidity of the train, competing, as it were,

with the roar and rapidity of the stream, and hurrying along with a defiant and victorious

echo through regions that might be deemed to have boasted themselves inaccessible to

the ingenuities of art. Most true it is that the whole of this day's course appeared to me to

be worthy of a special journey of no mean distance in order to realize the majestic scenery

that it unfolded.

I was bound for Denver, but falling into conversation with a gentleman who was travelling

with his niece, and whom I afterwards overtook in the Bahamas—Sir Edward Synge

Hutchinson,—I was induced by what he told me to diverge at the station of South Pueblo,

and take Manitou on my way.

218

By his advice I went to the “Iron Springs Hotel,” and there decided that I would make the

ascent of a mountain called Pike's Peak, 14,000 feet high. The valley of Manitou itself,

however, is already 6500 above the sea, so that I had 7500 to ascend, the journey being

considered of ten miles' length.

Thus, on the following day, Sunday, October 10th, a guide and horses were arranged for

me, and I started to spend the night at the government meteorological station. The ascent

is not romantic. The first zigzags are wooded, but you soon come to sparse trees, and

afterwards to a completely barren side, where wind is very frequent. The climb is stiff,

and the air is very cold, and at the station I found snow. The view from the summit was

poor, considering the height of the mountain; and, indeed, taking into account the very

uninteresting country I had passed through, I was not prepared for any very gorgeous

reward for my exertions. As evening drew on, the atmosphere was in keeping with the

scene, and the sunset was a nothing. The government station was in the keeping of a very
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pleasant young German-American, and, with a fine stove and some tinned food, he made

me and my guide as comfortable as he could; but I have never yet felt the effect of rarefied

air as I did that night. It produced a general discomfort and a qualm, which only brandy

in small doses served to alleviate. My host told me that almost everybody was provoked

to vomiting, but that catastrophe I escaped. At the same height on the Andes I had not

so suffered, but 219 then, I had not passed a night there. Yet again, at Puno, by Lake

Titicaca, I had done so without suffering; at which town, though two thousand feet lower,

I had (as recorded elsewhere) fallen against a wall in attempting to run. My own belief is

that there is something very peculiar in the air at Pike's Peak, and that the difference in

my experience did not arise from the difference of my own condition. The air at “Manitou

Springs” itself is, indeed, of a very exhilarating character. It is like champagne, and one

might imagine it as bubbling, like its own delicious waters. They do not have much rain

there, and they have a very curious description of it when it does come; they call it “dry

rain.” People who ridicule (and with some show of reason) the expression “dry wine” are

fairly entitled to reject this; and even the others may be startled. But the meaning is that

the rains never seem to leave the air wet; a very striking antithesis to those that abound in

the doldrums.

Why the mountain is called a peak, I know not; it presents no peak at all. It may rather be

compared to a bristly hog's back; but certainly not at all reminding me of our own “Hog's

Back,” leading out of my beautiful county of Surrey into Hampshire. The roughest masses

cover the whole top surface, and are of a very disagreeable character for walking; too

small for stepping-stones, and just large enough to worry the ankles.

I waked very early in the morning, and was not discontented at so doing, for on looking out

towards 220 the east I beheld a forerunner of sunrise totally new to me; and this, again, I

attribute to the peculiarity of the atmosphere. An enormous space of the hemisphere was

covered with long, regular, serrated clouds, and these were all profusely coloured with

deep, dead, lack-lustre crimson. A savage or a Calvinist might have deemed the sight as

a manifestation of the wrath of God. The very early hour and the great height may have
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possibly intensified my appreciation. If they did so they were still legitimate adjuncts of the

moment, and the sun's gold presently dispersed this strange picture, and made me think of

getting up and getting off.

The air was piercing, and, when we left, our host informed us that his instrument showed

the wind as blowing at the rate of twenty-five miles an hour. “We shall have it worse,”

said my guide, “when we are getting round the dome, and—then we shall be all right.” If I

myself may be taken as the “instrument,” I beg to “indicate” that it must have been so, and

I was very glad indeed to find myself “all right.” And so I left Pike's Peak; I cannot say that I

thought it “elegant,” nor had it said to me, “Have you anything like that in England?”

Getting back at an early hour to the hotel, and the train for Denver not leaving till late in

the afternoon, I had plenty of time to look about me. There are plenty of small excursions

to be made in the neighbourhood of Manitou, but the grand one is to a scene about

two miles distant, called “The Garden 221 of the Gods.” It may be at first supposed that

this is a mere fancy name, but it is no such thing. It is a solemn name, bestowed with

all the awe belonging to the worship of the Unknown. These words are a translation of

the superstitious or religious title given to their sanctuary by the Ute Indians; and I must

confess they seem to me to have proved themselves true poets when they chose the

scene and gave the name.

Impressed with all these associations, founded on information given me on the spot, and

banishing, as far as possible, all mere travellers' curiosity, I hired an open one-horse

carriage and sat myself by the owner's side, a Manitou man and a Manitou proclaimer,

who would fain have persuaded me, in the usual style, to stay and see everything; but I

have long since come to know that the exhaustive is exhausting. At the same time, if some

grand object is exhausting, nevertheless, try and accomplish it, for it is galling enough to

find yourself far away at home again, and “wishing you had done it.” This “Garden of the

Gods” is a strange district, of which the dimensions are given as of about five hundred

acres, hemmed in by Nature almost in a manner that might suggest that development
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of her called Art, with mountains and ravines separating it from outside scenery; and its

surprising features consist of a large undulating meadow-ground, ornamented in an almost

confusing manner with isolated upright rocks, all towering, and some rising to three 222

hundred and fifty feet. These rocks are not of dull granite, but they are of sandstone, and

they display as much colouring as that material can so abundantly afford. As you bid your

driver walk slowly-through the strangely captivating scene, you may allow yourself to

become completely rapt by your surroundings, and be brought to confess that here old

superstitions were, at the least, as poetical as the new. The scenery culminated till the last,

as we went out by what is called The Gate, consisting of two tremendous natural pylons of

every colour.

“Why did you not bring me in this way?” I impatiently asked.

“Some do prefer this way,” was the only answer.

How much is often lost by taking objects at the reverse! May I not add, how few appreciate

the difference!

On turning round to look back upon what should at first have struck my astonished

sight, I beheld a grand perspective view of the whole scene, backed by middle-distance

mountains, over all of which rose Pike's Peak, yet farther still beyond; while, in the Garden,

on my left, there ran a long, broad, undulating, rising line of grass, strangely bordered

by integral rocks, and presenting, paradoxically, a not remote image of the gigantic ruins

of some pre-historic gigantic cathedral. Well, the reverse course of my drive had, at all

events, this good result; my chief impression was my last. Still, my advice to all would be

“Enter by the Gate.”

GARDEN OF THE GODS AND PIKE'S PEAK.

223
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My drive was a round one, so we continued our course, and again one small advantage

of the direction we had taken turned up in the shape of a house where something could

be got for sustaining the flesh, now somewhat exhausted by the spirit, whatever that may

be. So we pulled up at this somewhat rare style of house in these quarters, and, among

other things, I asked for a bottle of Milwaukee lager beer—the best sort in all the States.

Oh yes! they had some; but the girl who had said this brought me St. Louis beer, one

more in vogue, as I believe. They had no other, in truth, so I took it. She was an intelligent

American young lady, and as I paid her, and was going, she looked very quietly at me, and

said, “Are you folk from Milwaukee?”

On my return to the hotel, it was already time to prepare for starting on the “balance”

of my journey of 3600 miles from Frisco to Albany, through Chicago. I choose the word

“balance” here, as it is a familiar American phrase. At one of our railway meals I heard it

used curiously. I had helped some one to a piece of meat-pie; but in doing so, the piece

of crust I had cut off broke, and part of it fell back. When the plate was handed to him,

he held it out again, and said, “I'll ask you for a little more gravy, if you please, and the

balance of that crust.” It is not every balance that can so readily be satisfied, and I confess

that I felt the “balance” of my journey to be quite as large a one as I cared to have to pay,

for it was likely to prove but a very uninteresting one. 224 We passed through Nebrasca

and Iowa into Illinois, and arrived at Chicago about three in the afternoon of the second

day (Wednesday), the 13th of October, without any incident worth recording, unless it

be that of dining at Lincoln, Nebrasca. On the Tuesday, I horrified everybody by asking

for some Milwaukee lager. The girl looked as astonied as Nebuchadnezzar. “What's the

matter with her?” said an American (a favourite phrase that). “You spoke plainly enough.”

But she had disappeared. In her place there came the landlady, and asked me, in a tone

that showed me she already knew, “what it was I had asked for.” I told her it was a pint

bottle of ale or beer. She had loaded her gun and marked her game by her question; so

putting on the sort of countenance that you might suppose to have belonged to the sourest

saint in the calendar, she squeezed out from between her compressed lips, “We have no
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such thing on the premises,” and followed the example of the girl. Feeling I must already

be a lost soul for my wickedness, I did not hesitate to commit the further sin of consenting

to be guided to where I could obtain the forbidden liquor “on the sly,” and I paid my guide,

moreover, for thus contributing to my “demnition.”

I had no motive for stopping again at Chicago, and therefore took the next fast train for the

remainder of the journey to Albany, where I lodged myself at the Delavan House. So here

I found myself in the capital city of the State of New York, which, after 225 the manner of

Montreal, calls itself, not Albany, but Allbany; a name (I know not of the pronunciation)

bestowed upon it so long ago as 1664, in honour of our James II., then Duke of York and

Albany, this word “Albany” being the ancient name of the Scottish Highlands.

Now, I had fought my way up into these districts with only one town besides Albany in

view, and that was Boston; not to analyze it and describe it, by any manner of means,

but to see it, and in so doing to redeem my pledge of finding out my companion to Salt

City. But my great and enticing object was to travel through such immediate districts of

the country as would serve to show me something of its renowned autumnal foliage; and

again, combined with this, to see the Hudson River.

The first move, therefore, that I decided on making from Albany was to go to the well-

known Lake George. The railway took me through Saratoga Springs, the well-known, and,

perhaps, the most frequented summer resort of Americans, and of foreigners likewise.

Appleton's Guide tells us that in the season its resident population of 11,000 swells to

30,000. But the season was over before my date of getting there; the enormous hotels, the

largest in the world, were closed, and I was fain (in both its senses) to forego the brilliancy

of the vast moving kaleidoscope of “the height of the season” for those variegated

woodland beauties that wait till these have faded before they come forth to adorn the Q

226 “Fall.” But for its abounding springs, I don't think Saratoga of itself, about one hundred

and eighty miles north of New York, would have attracted much attention; but by virtue of

its springs it has obtained yet another title to celebrity in the well-known “Saratoga chips,”
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a peculiarly delicately fried biscuit, or even wafer, of potato, brought to the dinner-table on

a special plate, and eaten with fingers, and not forks.

No disappointment could possibly be felt about Lake George. Here, again, is a spot of

great resort in the summer, and no wonder. Its length is given as of thirty-three miles, while

its width varies from one to four miles. Of its waters it is enough to say that the Indians

(we must for ever call them so, as we must for ever stupidly talk of Cinderella's glass (!)

slipper) named this lovely lake “Horicon,” which means “silver water.” These wild tribes

in every region seem to have proved themselves Nature's poets by the charming names

they gave to striking scenes and objects; while, as in hideous contrast with them, in this

case, comes the sycophantic snobbism of the civilized tribe of Europe, who took away this

charming name, and stuck on, in its place, the vulgar one it is doomed to bear, in honour

of—George II.! Its bosom is adorned with islands here and there; its wooded banks slope

closely to the water, and were coloured over with all the tints that autumn can bestow, now

lying in the shadow and now lighted up by the sunshine of a broken sky. When I left to 227

come back to Albany, and take another course, I brought with me a religious prayer that

the Americans would give back the name of Horicon.

Oh! give me back the pristine name That still my Silvery Waters claim, Which they who

loved bestowed of yore, Who roamed around my wooded shore; For harsh, and of

discordant ring Is name of strange, uncaring king.

Whether I should return by railway was the question; but I was finally persuaded to take

my seat by the side of an American, a Mr. Hamilton, who was on his return journey

through Albany, in his open carriage with a remarkably nice pair of black ponies. I dare

say I paid enough for this, but the drive was to repay me, and it certainly proved much

more diversified than the line of railway. On the first day, we drove our fifty miles, stopping

for the night at a hideous town, called Cohoes, a city of the knitting trade, where 45,000

people were said to be at that moment out of employ in consequence of strikes; the

“Knights of Labour”—bombastic title—being hard at work among the workers.
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This was certainly a very ugly ending to a very pleasing day's drive, during which the

undulating landscape was ever varying, and groupings of autumnal trees ever fascinating

with their surprising tints: Maples—sugar and hard; oaks of various species; walnuts;

chestnuts; hickory; sumac; and I know not how many more. The tint that bears the palm of

all is that of the sugar-maple. I scarcely know 228 what to compare it with, but the nearest

I can suggest is this: let any fair young girl, whose blood still bears that exquisite vermilion

of real youth, hold her hand before a table lamp, and observe the colour of her semi-

transparent fingers towards the tips; then she will see something like the tints of the sugar-

maple when its leaves shine semi-transparent in the sun, and, moreover, gently flutter to

the breeze. There will be different degrees of colour, too, on the same tree, and, of course,

even more on a group of trees. These may be backed by the wonderful maroon of the

oaks, and then, as if purposely planted there, a dark yew will intensify the picture. I know

not why all these colours should be so exquisite, but it is true. Beautiful as are our own

autumnal tints, even our known trees in America (independently of those we know not)

are more gorgeously clothed in their decaying foliage than in our own England. In some of

the towns we passed through there are historical records, as well as local beauties. Near

Glens Falls we passed by what is called the Bloody Pond, where in years gone by the

French were massacred by the Indians, having been treacherously decoyed down under

a flag of truce. That was the legend as recounted to me by Mr. Hamilton. Again, at a place

called by the curious name of Schauylerville where we dined, I read upon a stone, still

standing firm, “British Camp Ground, 1777.” As I write this (after many interruptions), our

year carries three 8's instead of three 7's. And the spot—!

229

We followed the banks of the Hudson for miles, but farther up the river than where its

beauties are displayed, which I afterwards realized; and on the stream I was surprised

to observe from time to time large masses of fine floating timber. These, my conductor

informed me, were all duly ticketed and directed, and found their way down stream at

leisure, rapid delivery not being necessary. Some indeed had run aground, but these
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would get off in time. Another curious sight upon the water were from time to time perfect

shoals of small cuttings of wood, driven to the sides by the stream; and these, I was

informed, were the waste of several saw-mills above, thus confirming what was told me

about waste from saw-mills at Minnesota, and, moreover, again exhibiting the awful waste

of forces that exists on earth. Warmth for thousands lay about the waters, with no one

to care to take the fuel up; while thousands elsewhere are starving with cold, and fuel is

beyond means of attainment. The wanted is where the wanter is not, and waste in one

district, and starvation in another, are the consequence.

One more curiosity engaged my attention on the road. Milestone after milestone we

passed with figures marked upon them not coinciding with our own journey. At last, on my

asking what the town indicated was, Mr. Hamilton pulled up at the next to let me read the

writing. Imagine the impudence! It was an advertisement! Truly, America has taught the

world to advertise. And this interesting individual 230 had thought, and perhaps found, it

was worth his while to set up milestones along the road, indicating the distances to—his

magazine.

At Cohoes, all the beauty of our road had ceased, and thence on the next morning,

Sunday, the 17th of October, we passed through West Troy, famous for rough folks and

prize-fighters, and came on to Albany again, where I was dropped at the Delavan House,

my driver continuing on his road.

Though I was bound for Boston, I had no intention of going there direct, and my next

departure was to Great Barrington, in Massachusetts, still seeking converse with the

autumn colours along the Housatonic Valley and on the Berkshire hills; and, on the second

day I left Great Barrington, driving across a beautiful country, through Stockbridge, to

Lenox. From Lenox, on the following day, I took the public car to Pittsfield, a distance of

seven miles, thus joining the railway to Boston. But I must dwell for a few lines on Lenox.

Its scenery is sweet as well as beautiful; it is charmingly adorned with trees, and its air is

pure and sparkling. Appleton quotes a saying of Mrs. Fanny Kemble about its graveyard,
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but it would not occur to me to suggest those associations, nor do I much admire the

saying; but I will copy it, so that I may meet with my due censure if I am wrong—“I will not

rise to trouble any one if they will let me sleep here. I will only ask to be permitted, once

in a while, to raise my head and look out upon this glorious scene.” The hotel, Curtis's, is

231 quite in accordance with the place; it has no spick and span about it, but is very good.

It gives you the idea of a house where the weary have come to vegetate, and all is quiet

and intended so to be. There is a certain covert aristocracy, too, about those who resort

there, and there is a certain sort of English appearance in the driving about of carriages

and pairs. When I heard the station was seven miles away, I remarked that they were not

very well provided with railway accommodation.

“And we don't want to be,” was the reply, which immediately fixed the class of life here

sought for. “You don't want holiday-makers, with their return tickets?”

“That's just the very case.”

And assuredly any invasion of that kind would totally disperse the atmosphere that

pervades this favourite retreat, as well as resort. How different from Saratoga! And visitors

to the one place would never affect the other.

It was a rustic “quite good enough” sort of public car that served for my drive to Pittsfield,

and if in the course of my whole journey thence to Boston by the railway, I had been

called upon to point out what part was not pleasing, I do not think I could have done so. I

was inclined to say to myself from time to time, “If I had known all that was to be seen on

this line, I think I should have been content to have come direct from Albany.” Sweeping

hillsides of almost blazing colours were constantly repeated as 232 we whirled along, so

that at the journey's end I rather coarsely expressed myself as being drunk with colour.

Nor were small blue water lakes here and there wanting on our left, necklaced with dipping

forest trees, and bossed with wooded islands in their midst.
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When I arrived at Boston, I went, as I had been recommended to do, to the Revere House

Hotel, managed by an Englishman, Mr. Amos, formerly of Chester. The journey cost us

five hours, for the rails were very slippery, and we were consequently late. On arriving at

Boston, there was a sort of satisfaction in knowing that this great, busy, thriving city was

really the capital of its state, Massachusetts; it is the chief city of the States that make

up New England. I am writing now under impressions subsequent as well as prior to my

visit to Boston in reference to this point. Previously to Boston, I had found Chicago, not

the capital of Illinois, but Springfield; Portland, not the capital of Oregon, but Salem; and

San Francisco, not the capital of California, but Sacramento. Afterwards, there was New

York, not the capital of New York State, but Albany; and Philadelphia, not the capital of

Pennsylvania, but Harrisburg.

Boston deserves to be a capital city, which is the fullest description of it that I mean

to give. I had no intention of traversing it. Had I been so inclined, I might have found

abundant opportunities for so doing in the wonderful system of tram-cars. But then, it must

have taken some time, for I have never 233 seen anywhere else such crowded lines of

these conveyances. I told somebody it seemed to me that a man might lay a wager to

walk a good quarter of a mile on the tops of the cars. It all looked as if the traffic would

shortly require the aid of elevated railways, in order to enable passengers to move about

at average pace from point to point. A remarkable feature in the city itself is what is called

the Common—a park of about fifty acres, in its very heart, undulating, timbered, and

lawned, furnishing, indeed, not only a lung, but a pair of lungs.

Of course I called upon my friend Mr. Brewer, who took me out to his house at Milton,

affording a charming drive, including an interesting visit to the observatory of his father-in-

law, Mr. Slocum. The views above and round Boston are extensive and impressive. I have

in my journal the two names, Corey's Hill and Brookline. The general view of the city that I

obtained showed Boston, East Boston, Charlestown, and Cambridge, and all the harbour,

and in gazing down upon the scene I could not but recall that there it was that, in defiance
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of England's ill-omened imposition of duties on tea, in December, 1773, 870 chests of tea

were destroyed. Nor can the great obelisk, the Bunker Hill Monument at Charlestown, be

overlooked. It stands 220 feet high, or nearly twenty feet higher than our Monument of

London, but is no handsomer than that class of structure generally is. It is now entirely

surrounded by buildings. It confesses a defeat, but commemorates 234 a fight, and recalls

Cooper's “Lionel Lincoln,” which I first read at school.

A more pleasing object is the great Harvard University at Cambridge.

It was at the Revere House that I realized, in its best quality, the famous maple syrup,

drawn from the sugar maple. A new zest was given to it and to all the milk, cream, and

butter of the house, by the name of the farm upon the bill of fare, Maple Grove Farm.

This syrup is eaten with the equally famous hot buckwheat cakes, of an exceedingly

light, digestible, and nutritious quality. Suppose I were to describe them by the very

contradictory term of wholesome crumpets; though, at the same time, I hold the crumpet

to be the object of very unfair abuse. Against the buckwheat cake, with its butter and

syrup, nothing can be said. There is also a hot wheaten cake, which is not so light. The

maple syrup is of a refined flavour; so much so, that one morning, taking cane syrup by

mistake, a noxious flavour of rum struck me as quite offensive. The cakes are brought

up like pancakes, on a covered plate, and they have given rise to one of those phrases

which illustrate the sort of gallop against time that characterizes the American—“Hurry up

the cakes.” The bleeding of the maple for its sugar does not appear to injure the tree; and

I was assured that, if not so bled, it will of its own accord throw off a quantity of its juice.

So we are assured that the drawing of the turpentine from the pine, and the periodical

barking of the cork tree, are not injurious to either. But 235 the maple would appear to ask

for depletion. Rather the maple than I

While at Boston I was anxious to send home a few presents of the renowned New Town

Pippin, and Mr. Brewer took me to a very considerable apple merchant. He frankly

declared he could not supply me. I was somewhat surprised at this, but rather more
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so when he roundly asserted that about sixty thousand barrels of apples had gone to

England, ticketed as New Town Pippins, and that there was not a New Town Pippin

among them! What is a New Town Pippin? That is, where is New Town? Nobody could tell

me. Now, to send home as a present any other than a New Town Pippin from America,

would seem more like a slight than a mark of attention. So I declined the Baldwin Apple,

and, indeed, was not particularly impressed with its flavour. But if any one wishes for a fine

flavoured American apple, let him ask for the Northern Spy, a specimen which I afterwards

found at Washington; but, even this class of apple would seem to be scarce, for the supply

of them had stopped before my mere paperbag demand for them had been satisfied

Boston was the first town where I asked for English letters after leaving San Francisco,

and I mention the fact in order to testify to the excellent arrangements in the post-office. All

the notices and letters and numbers are admirably set forth, and all the offices, or almost

all, are served by females. I had some inquiries to make of a special kind, as it happened,

and “all went merry as a marriage bell.”

CHAPTER X. NEW YORK.

And now, on leaving Boston, the capital, I was at last to realize the great non-capital,

New York; the city that we hear very much of, and indeed most of, among all the cities

of the States; and, in truth, in more matters than those of a commercial and stock market

it has contrived to make itself notorious. I left Boston, after a good farewell breakfast of

buckwheat cakes and sugar maple syrup, at 11.30., on the morning of the 23rd of October,

and taking the line of the Boston and Albany Company, ran through another beautiful

country by Hartford, the capital of Connecticut, and New Haven to New York, where we

arrived, at the end of our few 233 miles, at six o'clock in the evening. There was no hotel

omnibus that I could find at that moment, and our own well-known cab service is in New

York practically unknown. The brougham service is very dear, but I was forced to have

recourse to it, and for something (say) less than five dollars I found myself at the Fifth

Avenue Hotel, fronting Madison Square. Scarcely was I in the usual large hall, and facing
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the broad open counter with two or three officers, called the 237 office, when a brisk voice

called out, “Ah; sir! glad to see you. Just come?” It was the ubiquitous Mr. McKay, of the

“Burlington Line,” with the usual new hat on. It is wonderful how many new hats I kept

meeting in New York.

No. 392, fifth floor! So we were all in fifths. My luggage, or baggage, was, with the

“express,” checked in due form, and was in my room almost as soon as I. Never mind, 5th

or 10th floor, up you go in the elevator; nobody thinks of a staircase. When I came down

from my eyrie, which I also did in the elevator, it was time to go in to dinner. This ceremony

takes place on the first floor, the ground floor being occupied by hall, newspaper room,

bar, and lavatory; and when I walked up to the door a blaze of light and an archipelago of

tables burst upon my vision. But the head waiters were there. The hand was waved in the

air, bidding me to enter and follow; and the course I thus took through the various avenues

before I came to anchor would present a very curious looking line if I could transcribe it

on my page. A “coloured” or an Irishman waited on me, and, as usual, expected—but

was disappointed—to have the semicircle of small dishes to set in order at the start. After

all, there is something cheerful in having a number of persons, in bright light, dining at

the same time as yourself; of course when there is no danger of that terrible nuisance,

inefficient waiting. But in American hotels service is plentiful, and I never once, anywhere,

experienced 238 neglect for want of feeing. Now and then a small coin is very cheerfully

accepted; but you are so changed about among the tables that it is not often you meet

the same servant, and this seems almost to be arranged on purpose. I paid five dollars a

day, I think, for my board and eyrie; but the eating, for those who are blessed with large

appetites, is abundant indeed. For luncheon begins at one, and dinner, by continuity, with

enlarged menu , at two. So that “Large Stomach,” by going in at two, may get one dinner,

and going in again at eight, may get another. I have often wished for a large stomach

when I could pay for eating. But appetite is sometimes an infliction. Among the rich and

the poor there seems to be one of our world's many and many inconsistencies: those that

have an appetite too often cannot buy to eat; and those who can do so, have no appetite
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to enjoy their food. The saucy contradictions that tease existence sometimes almost make

it an insult.

Sunday, the 24th of October, was a fine morning, and there was enough to be seen that

might prove the New York folk a church-going people. The coming out from the churches,

or places of worship, showed this more than the going in, which is usually the case. The

emerging groups, all gaily dressed as becometh sinners, were everywhere apparent. But it

must be borne in mind that sects or persuasions are very numerous. My sight was drawn

to a closely written notice-board on one of the walls, and, on 239 looking attentively, I

was astonished to find it contained a list of all the different forms of worship to be found,

and where to find them. Some satirical Frenchman once said that he found in England a

hundred religions and only one sauce. As a paraphrase of this, one might say here, that in

America there are as many religions as there are “drinks.”

One of the leading objects of my curiosity was the Brooklyn Bridge, and therefore, in order

to get down to the river side, I took a short walk to the nearest station of the elevated

railway, this also being another object which I desired to realize. What a rattle it all is!

and how you dash along between the houses, at about the height of their first floors! This

seeming intrusion does not appear to annoy. All is metal, and all is girder-work; clang

clang, clang. The stations are declared; these rush out, and those rush in, and the iron

gates of the platform are crashed, and off you go again. When I hastened out—no time

to lose—I thought the noise worse than ever, or my head weaker than ever, as the train

dashed on again; but I was somewhat reassured by hearing even an American, who, with

his wife and child, got out at the same station, exclaim, “Oh, what a racket!”

Though these pulsating arteries do not, of course, ramify through the whole city, yet they

are quite phenomenal, and illustrate the ubiquitous hurry of the population. But even what

was astonishing to my weak self all falls short of an increase that is 240 being insisted

on. For while I was in New York there appeared a notice in one of the leading papers,

with the heading, “A Demand that Must Be Met.” What was the demand? The following
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extract is really worth reading, especially by those quiet people who do not like noise and

hurry:—“Seven years ago the elevated railroads carried an average of fewer than one

hundred and seventy-five thousand passengers a day. Now they commonly carry five

hundred thousand a day, and on Monday last the number exceeded five hundred and fifty

thousand. The traffic is already attended by grave discomforts, by delays, and, we fear,

by increasing risks. It is plain that the means for rapid transit are already inadequate to

the city's needs, and that the embarrassment becomes constantly more serious. The vast

growth on the east and west sides alone demands daily twice the existing accommodation.

Whether it is to be under ground or over ground, whether we are to be gnomes or fairies,

relief must come, and it must come quickly.” Such is locomotion in New York City.

So to the Brooklyn Bridge I came—the gigaritic Brooklyn Bridge that stretches its length

across East River, joining New York to Brooklyn, and containing two tram-car ways, two

carriage ways, and a broad footpath in the middle above both. I am glad I did not come

to the States before this bridge was completed. It is in fact, the largest suspension bridge

in the world and the following features are given in 241 Appleton's Guide. The whole

length is 5989 feet—that is, more than a mile; and the distance from high-water mark

to the roadway is 135 feet. The central span of the bridge is suspended to four cables

of steel wire, each 15¾ inches in diameter, which have a deflection of 128 feet. The

towers at each end of the bridge, at the water's edge, are 140 feet long by 50 feet wide

and are 278 feet in height above high-water mark. At the anchorages each of the four

cables, after passing over the towers, enters the anchor walls at an elevation of nearly

80 feet above high-water mark, and passes through the masonry a distance of 20 feet,

at which point a connection is formed with the anchor chains. This stupendous triumph of

engineering was planned by Col. John A. Roebling, and completed under the charge of

his son, Washington Roebling. It cost thirteen years' time in constructing, and $15,000,000

in money. I walked to and fro, and rode in the tram-cars several times during my stay in

New York, in order to realize as much as possible the gigantic structure. Nor only for this

purpose, for the view obtained from the centre of the footpath of the river, the bay, and the
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two cities is worthy of the bridge. Nor should the view of the bridge itself be lost sight of.

More than once I took the ferry-boat to enjoy a drive through Staten Island across the bay.

The season was already getting late, and the beauties of the island itself were fading; but

the views from the higher points were wide and fine. And it was both in going and coming

that the bridge offered a remarkable R 242 object. While the stately piers rose majestically

at either end, the suspension cords appeared like gossamer threads, producing an effect

that bore repeated views.

One of my earliest visits in New York was naturally to the post-office, lying a long distance

down Broadway, and, the general mode of travelling down that crowded artery being by

tram-car, I mounted one as it passed the hotel. These vehicles are not very comfortable,

for the elevated railways do not relieve them, and, moreover, there is no fixed legal limit

to the number of passengers they may carry at one time. The consequence of this is that,

while all the seats are occupied, there are many standing up inside, while on the foot-

boards, behind and before, others stand, and others, again, hang on at an angle very like

45°. The pushing about to get in and out may be imagined, besides the discomfort of the

seats. But there is, again, more than this. Ladies, young and old, are constantly getting

in, and in too many cases it seems to be expected, as a matter of course, that men are to

get up and stand, or hang on, in order to make room for them. This is not always done, but

it seemed to me that it was always expected; and I take leave to say that it is sometimes

too often done; for you will have a very forward young lady get in and look round with a

sort of matter-of-course face, as much as to say, “Now then, who's going to move?” And

when some facile individual is frightened into doing so, the seat is taken as a matter of

course, with not even 243 the slight expression of courtesy with which one person would

move out of a doorway to let another pass. I do not say that this is the case always, but

if it were so, the men have only to thank themselves for this absurd obsequiousness, for

the women care not how crowded a car is when they know they can make others move for

them. I must confess I think there is something of affectation about the Americans' style of

politeness, and they do now and then quiz themselves about it. One of the newspapers,
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while I was in New York, wrote a paragraph about this very subject, and laughed at people

offering a seat to “Mrs. Lady.” And here, again, is a funny extract on the same subject—

Paralyzed By Her Politeness.

From the Pittsburg Chronicle.

“Take this seat, madam,” said a polite gentleman in a crowded New York street car, as he

vacated his place.

“Thank you, sir,” replied the lady, smiling sweetly.

The gentleman gave a start of surprise, and fell dead upon the floor of the car. He was not

accustomed to being thanked for a seat. The lady was from Pittsburg.”

There is also another habit which struck me as ridiculous: the taking off of hats if a lady

stops the hotel elevator and gets in. Sometimes, when some good-looking old white-

haired dowager appears (and you often see them), the custom may pass. But 244 it too

often happens that there is a flounce in and a flounce out—“Hats off; we're here;” and it

is quite ridiculous, now and then, to see two or three men laughing and talking together in

the elevator, when suddenly, at the next floor, this sort of apparition enters, and they doff

their hats and look down their noses, and hold their tongues, like chattering schoolboys,

suddenly stopping fun and spying into their books on the master's appearance. Courtesy,

by all means, and I will say that some of the American young ladies are most engaging,

and invite it; but in neither of the above customs do I trace the slightest real application

of this word. And thus much of my barbarous and uncultivated nature I beg to declare—

though I could not keep my hat on alone in the elevator, and once, to the great amusement

of the conductor, took it off to a lady's maid, yet, like many others, I always kept my seat in

the car.
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One other inconvenience attaching to the cars is the terribly slow pace at which they

are obliged to move. But there is no help for this in that over-crowded, pushing, pulling,

crossing Broadway. Do you think you can improve matters by taking a hansom? There are

such things. Try. You may get on a little quicker, but at what cost? Twice I accepted the

offer of a friend to accompany him from Wall Street to Madison Square, and I was going

to say, twice ten times I repented. First, the street pavements are very bad, and for an

obvious reason. Here 245 come in the cars again; nobody, as a rule, uses the streets any

more than they use staircases. All the world go by car or by clattering elevated railway.

More than this, the tram rails are laid in a projecting manner that would not for a moment

be permitted in London. We know what it is even with us to have a wheel grinding along

for about a hundred yards, sometimes in hopeless efforts to get free; but you must not

suppose you know, therefore, what the same efforts cost in Broadway. It is so bad that,

by the merciful turn of Nature, before you are half-way home the pain passes into a joke.

I do not speak of other streets. In these I hailed a stray hansom only once, when the

man demanded so ridiculous a sum that I declined his services; the more so that it was

done in a tone that clearly said, “You don't get in under.” Hansom and extortion are here

synonymous.

They are all very polite and attentive at the post-office, but I think, in a very small but

really important matter, New York might take a lesson from Boston. I mean, as to the size

and condition of the brasses that indicate the letters. They are practically useless at the

Poste Restante. The place is dark, and the brasses are dirty. The building, meanwhile,

which contains the Post Office and the U.S. sub-treasury, is a noble pile. In its close

neighbourhood is a regular nest of the establishments of the public newspapers; and here

I had the pleasure of introducing myself with a letter to Mr. Whitelaw Reid, of the New

York Tribune , and afterwards returning his call at his 246 private residence. It was much

to my regret that, by being detained for several weeks in the Bahamas by a very severe

attack of illness, I was obliged to hurry through New York on my return, without having the

opportunity of redeeming the pledge I had given him of not failing to let him know at once
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so soon as I appeared. I was also much indebted to Mr. Gilbert Jones, of the New York

Times , for a letter of introduction to Mr. Childs, of Philadelphia.

The course I had taken on leaving Albany naturally threw me out of the line of the Hudson

River, and therefore a visit in that quarter was to be undertaken from New York. Nor was

there a moment to lose in the matter, for I had been only just in time to catch the beauties

of the scenes I had already visited. Even as it was, I did not escape the too well-known

and often unfounded phrase, “You should have been here a fortnight ago.” Therefore, as

soon as I could, which was on Tuesday, the 26th of October, I took the morning train by

the New York Central Line for a return journey as far as the Catskill Station, the railway

running closely along the riverside for the whole distance. It was too late to talk of a

steamer, for the Company had ceased running their boats for the season; but, even if such

had not been the case, I should still have gone one way by railroad. I never would refuse

to go by water on a river excursion, but I still adhere to my conviction that moving on the

stream itself is not the real way to see the river, particularly if you are running its 247 whole

course, and are desirous of grasping its whole character as a river.

I have no comparisons whatever to make with anything European; we are in America, and

if I make any comparison at all I shall recur to the Columbia or Oregon. My conclusion

is very quickly arrived at; I am very glad I have been fortunate enough to see both. As

regards the two railways, the North Pacific Line has the advantage of the New York

Central in this respect, that it runs along well above the stream, and that the especially

charming effect is afforded of looking down upon the full winding bosom of the water. As

regards the scenery, the Columbia is wilder, and creates, perhaps, more illusion than

the Hudson, from its distance westward, without speaking of historical associations.

The Hudson River need lose none of its unquestionable majesty by being described as

possessing much sweetness in its scenery, to which the blushing colours—not mere tints

—of the Fall considerably contributed.
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The scene, as I have said, lost something by the line not being a little higher than the

stream, a defect which is, of course, inseparable from a course upon the water itself. But

now and then a great advantage ensued from this: the engineers had been able to drive

their line, in several places, straight through large bays which the river had formed, so that

from time to time there was water on both sides, and I was in close propinquity with the

most lovely autumnal foliage, dressing a vast and steep hillside, and frilling 248 the water

with actual contact. And here I am tempted to remark upon another example of what I call

the regulation modes of viewing scenery being entirely mistaken. You travel, in this case,

for instance, in a very handsome parlour car, with the usual easy-chairs turning On a pivot.

According to an evident custom, the row of chairs next the riverside is eagerly occupied,

though the mere width of the carriage can make but slight difference, the windows being

large. But this is not all; everybody sedulously fixes the eye upon the stream, like an Arab

praying towards Mecca, and sedulously turns the back towards the shore side of the train.

The most lovely pictures are lost in this manner, particularly in crossing the pieces of

water I have spoken of; nor only there by any means. All the near foliage is given up for

that across the breadth of the whole stream. But we are all so different in our notions of

seeing and doing things that it is very hard to change custom once established. Not many,

perhaps, would agree with me in these observations. But I think all would agree with me

in my protest against the notions of the coloured conductor of the train. He was actually

pulling down the blinds here and there to a certain level.

“What can you mean?” I exclaimed.

His view was his own inside of his own car—another instance of how mere piece-work

narrows the mind. “It looks so bad,” he said, “to have some blinds higher than the others.”

249

“Then pull them all quite up; we want to see the views, not the inside of your car.”

“Then it looks so naked,” he replied.
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Two ladies were most uncommonly amused by this short dialogue, and had their blinds

drawn up into the completely invisible condition. I conceived an additional respect for them

for supporting and concurring with me as to the double view.

I purposely forbear from minute description as to different points of view. All is beautiful;

there is plenty to choose from. I could only go up and down the river, and had there been

an opportunity of so doing, I should have gone by water one way and by steamer the

other. Again, I noted a railway on the other side—the New York, West Shore, and Buffalo

Line, and it seemed to me to run at a higher level than the New York Central; if so, at an

advantage in many respects. Really I think the Hudson River worth seeing by all three

courses.

“Ah! you should be here in our summer,” said a passenger to me. “If I could be here in the

Fall too, I should be willing; but if I were bound to choose, give me the days of a fine Fall.”

When I returned to New York, I found my friend, Mr. Wienholt, at the hotel, full of such

descriptions of Alaska and its stupendous glaciers as filled me with a desire to behold it

all. But how and when? It is now a “long cry” to Alaska; yet the day may come. We have

heard of Alaska in poetry for many years, in Campbell's “Pleasures of Hope,” where the

250 absolute impossibility of the figure he represents may perhaps be forgiven by the glory

of the couplet. There was no “tumultuous roar” of ocean in Mr. Wienholt's description: the

silence was something ghostly. But what Campbell figures is the “wolf's long howl” being

heard across such a roar; and where is the wolf? Still there is the glorious couplet—

“And waft across the waves' tumultuous roar The wolf's long howl from Oonalaska's

shore.”

The next “find” was my friend, Mr. Carter. He had come to New York on special invitation

to be present at the inauguration of M. Bartholdi's Statue of Liberty on Bedlow Island. That

great event was fixed for Thursday, the 28th of October. And the next important person
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that greeted me was my friend, Mr. Marsh, of Broad Street, with a ticket to a great supper

to be given at the Union League Club, on the eve of the day, to which all the great people

had been invited, including M. Bartholdi and M. de Lesseps. Great was the spread of

everything; great were the speeches, because excellent was the champagne; but I could

not help thinking that it was not by such mere champagne sentiment that the States had

secured their republic. However, that had no concern with the abundant hospitality offered

by the club, where there was a large table for all, besides the separate repast provided for

the heroes of the occasion. Among the foreign guests, M. Simon made a grand French

oration; M. de Lesseps added three or four sentences; and M. Bartholdi was quite silent,

251 exhibiting what the French call a visage de circonstance manifesting the profoundest

modesty. In this particular case it seems to me that the giver was more honoured than the

receiver, and I know not what the States have gained by their acceptance. There were

many reports as to where the statue came from, but to my mind it is an anachronism and

an intrusion altogether. The States were by no means the first free republic in the world,

nor did they obtain their freedom by bombastic figures. There is an unpretentious empty

dwelling at Mount Vernon worth all the boastful statues that the very best of artists ever

cast or carved.

The morning came, but, despite all the vows paid at the shrine of Liberty, the elements

were most despotic. I never have beheld a more unpropitious day for a great ceremony.

I did not move out of doors. The concourse was, however, enormous, and on talking with

one of the staff the next day, he described the scene most graphically by saying that the

sea was a sea of heads in steamers. Great illusion must therefore have been added by the

thickness of the fog, which concealed all beyond a certain circle, so that imagination might

picture a concourse without end.

All the newspapers of the following morning were, of course, filled with every particular

relating to the day's proceedings, but one or two of them were a little sarcastic on the

subject, in observing that they could not help contrasting the enthusiasm, in spite 252 of

the bad weather, manifested on the occasion of the inauguration with the coldness and
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backwardness that had betrayed itself in subscribing for a pedestal whereon to place the

grand gift. However, there is the pedestal, and a very poor pedestal it is. There is a story

of a friend being called in to admire a picture, when his first exclamation was, “Oh, what

a beautiful frame!” I could not feel surprised if I heard that some one from the far West,

having been brought to Bedlow Island to admire the statue, had exclaimed, “Oh, what an

ugly pedestal!” As regards the statue itself, it is colossal, and therefore should be seen at

a distance. One is consequently surprised at people going to Bedlow Island to look at it,

which is only just large enough to hold it. They must go to look at the pedestal. I have one

criticism to make on the statue itself. The figure is holding the lamp of Liberty aloft, and it is

so far aloft that the outline of it is entirely confused with that of the hand. The consequence

is that the arm appears to be too long, and to have a very ugly hand at the end of it. A

good deal has been said about the practical working of the light itself, into which I cannot

enter, but one published fact is most remarkable—the thousands of sea-birds that fly

against it, and are found dead below.

All the foreign visitors were magnificently welcomed, and M. de Lesseps was petted—he

and his family, But really I think the New York Herald maybe considered to have stretched

childish sentimentality 253 mentality to the furthest point, when it published all the farewell

letters of his children, down to the very baby, telling the whole world how they had “always”

loved America. No sooner, however, had the old gentleman gone, than the Senate voted

(what they ought long before to have done) support of a scheme to cut a canal across

Nicaragua!

Among other circumstances connected with the day's proceedings there was one almost

too good to be true, but quite too good not to be recounted. The police had full notice

that an army of known pick-pockets were to be at work on the occasion. So they lay

wait for their arrival on the evening, and every known countenance was arrested on the

spot and put into prison as a suspected person, bail being demanded to an impossible

amount. When all was over, the individuals were discharged to a barren feast, and among

all the multitude that had assembled, “you bet” that none could have been found louder
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proclaimers for Liberty, or any more fully persuaded, the next morning, that their goddess

had contributed to make fools of them for their pains. Talking of police, I cannot but remark

upon the large stature of those I saw in the neighbourhood of the hotel. In this respect

they appeared formidable, but I should question their wind in a contest. Probably there are

some of all sizes.

Booth was acting Hamlet for a few nights while I was at New York, and I went to see him

at the Star Theatre. That his is a fine performance I think 254 no one can doubt; some of

the difficult positions are well managed, and I traced no affectation. What rather struck

me was a something wanting in the melancholy that tinges all the soliloquies and the

reflections introduced in the dialogue. The delivery is now and then too rapid. Now and

then, also, the enunciation was not quite clear, but this might be owing to a defect in the

theatre. His countenance is fast growing rather too old for the character. The readings

of two passages I was glad to hear, concerning which there has been, as it seems to

me, much unnecessary discussion. The one refers to a somewhat inelegant passage.

It is where Hamlet is taunting Polonius. And Booth reads it thus: “For if the sun breeds

maggots in a dog, being a god, kissing (that is, who kisses) carrion,” etc. I have often

heard “god” pronounced “good” upon the stage. And both Knight and Payne Collier so

print it, with long notes in defence of that reading. What “good kissing” can mean, I never

could understand. The other is where Hamlet welcomes the players, which Booth read

thus: “Oh! old friend, why thy face is valanced since I saw thee last.” Some will have the

word “valiant” instead of “valanced;” and even Mr. Irving has told me that he thought

“valiant” quite as good. But look at the staring Shakespeare pun in the very next sentence:

“Com'st thou to beard me in Denmark?” The word “valanced” as applied to the beard

is eminently Shakespearian. Note an expression of Prospero's in “The Tempest,” when

255 he bids Miranda look on Ferdinand: The fringed curtains of thine eye advance. What

“valiant” can mean I know not, but Knight so prints the word.

Two other readings rather shocked me, but, on looking to my Payne Collier's edition, I find

them as Booth gave them. The first is where Hamlet says to Horatio, “O good Horatio, I will
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take the ghost's word for a thousand pound. ” It is hard to believe that Shakespeare wrote

the word “pound” in Denmark. If he had meant money he must have written “ducats,” as

he has more than once elsewhere; but I have believed the meaning to be for a thousand

others' words , that is, “as good as.” The other phrase is: “What a piece of work is a

man.” But all editions concur that Shakespeare so wrote. Yet he is speaking of man in the

abstract, and immediately afterwards so uses the word twice running. Booth is the first

actor in whom I have plainly heard the “a.”

Miss Vaders acted as Ophelia. She had evidently deeply studied her part, but so terribly

overacted hysterics that she completely murdered all the delicacy of Ophelia's nature. In

all Shakespeare's female characters there is no feature so tenderly outlined, no picture so

exquisitely tinted, as Ophelia's madness. Miss P. Horton, of old, was perfect in it. But to

make the part an occasion for an almost ranting exhibition of violent gesture, laughing, and

even screaming, is surely, to any one of good judgment, downright heresy.

256

The audience were decently quiet; no coarse applause disgusted the attentive listener. But

that dreadful nuisance prevailed, originating in France, I believe, of “calling.” Nothing can

be more absurd and more destructive of the whole illusion which is the soul of the drama.

The actor, as well as the audience, has to forget the individual and merge him into the

character, and this illusion should grow as the play goes on. But at every short interval it is

all blotted out again, and the individual is reintroduced, not more to the annoyance of the

hearer than of the actor, who should try to forget his individuality. But a thousand to one do

not understand this, and a thousand to one love to express approval (such as it is) by (in

plain and fitting language) “kicking up a row.”

The theatre and the seats were all pleasantly arranged, but one crying and indefensible

nuisance existed—the women's tall, exaggerated head-dresses. Men's hats would not be

nearly so bad. The papers have complained of it over and over again, and unselfishness

has been appealed to, but of course in vain. So long as passengers can be pushed off
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their seats in the cars, and men are to put on church faces in hotel elevators, tall head-

dresses will be persisted in. There is only one remedy—the Goddess Fashion. Let some

leading ladies patronize “the theatre hat,” something of befitting character, and all this

branch, at least, of selfishness will disappear like magic. In London—the imperial capital of

the “Old Country”—it would not be tolerated for two nights together.

257

Talking of fashion and classes, these appear to be fast growing in New York, and very

naturally so. As society advances this must be the inevitable result. Forced into the rawest

basis of democracy at the first start by the ill-treatment of England years ago, and from

a mere feeling of hostility to aristocracy, Americans exhibited that rude assumption of

equality among all, which Dickens describes in the first edition of his “American Notes.”

But only comparatively a few years afterwards—for what are twenty-five years in the

young history of a huge nation?—he writes his postscript, dated 1868, and speaks of the

“unsurpassable politeness” and “amazing changes” which have “astounded” him. And this

appendix, he declares, shall always be published with his former books. I have spoken

of the courtesy which I found everywhere, and I speak of it here again. This shows the

growth of society, and side by side with it there is a growth of some of the customs of

“the old country,” so often spoken of. You have “receptions” reported, and you have long

lists of those who “were honoured with invitations,” etc., and those receptions are made

as polished and agreeable as is possible, and the invited look for their names next day.

And so it will go on and prosper, and the ever-increasing visits to Europe, now so easy,

and so frequently and numerously had recourse to, will be continuously conducive to the

development of the already grown and still growing change. There is no taunt in this. It

is the rule of life that things should be so. Where S 258 riches grow and luxury develops,

classes will prevail, whether in the East or West:

“One touch of nature makes the whole world kin.”
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There are Anglo-philes as well as Anglo-phobists, and the true American I believe to be an

Anglo-phile. The American is a broad joker on himself, and in one of the papers I saw this

broad jest. The day is fine and hot, for example, and a smart individual is met walking with

an umbrella open over his head.

“What!” says a friend, meeting him; “are you afraid of your complexion?”

“No; it isn't that.”

“What have you got your umbrella open for, then?”

“Because it's raining in London.”

By-the-by, I have already said that I observed so many people with new hats in New York.

Yet one fact more I observed about hats. “Real London hats” are exhibited in almost all

leading hatters' shops. As to the extremely gay and becoming ladies' hats, they are almost

as frequent in London as elsewhere. Have we copied them from America? I like them

everywhere but at the theatre.

While I was at New York there took place the late famous election of the new mayor. A

few evenings previous to the appointed day, Mr. Wienholt and I put ourselves under the

guidance of a detective to roam the streets at night. It was a miserable night, and the

result was very far from being so satisfactory 259 as my corresponding excursion in San

Francisco. But we came among the vast crowds that had assembled to shout the usual

blind approvals and disapprovals belonging to such occasions. We both noted how truly

at liberty we were to pursue our way, and how wonderfully clear the footpaths were kept,

for, while the streets were brimful, not one individual seemed even to think of intruding

upon foot-passengers. Whether this is always the case, of course, I cannot say. When

the election really did take place, there was nothing to observe beyond shouting. Yet in

New York the mixture of nationalities is enormous; it is not, in point of fact, an American

city. In reference to the population, I was more than once credibly assured, and therefore
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record the assurance, for the fact is beyond my knowledge, and almost beyond my belief,

that New York city contains the third largest German population of any city in the world.

As a political body their power is held to be very great—greater than that of the Irish, as

regards any permanent influence over the institutions of the country, because there is

more combination and more fixed opinion among them. In 1880, the German population

throughout the States was given as very close upon 2,000,000.

It would be vain to attempt to numerate here all the leading features of New York, but go

to the grand Central Park and see the multitudes of all ages desporting there. It embraces

an area of some 850 acres, or very little less, in the shape of a large 260 rectangular

parallelogram, with several lakes. Take care you see the high bridge, carrying the great

Croton aqueduct across the Harlem River; and among elegant buildings observe Grace

Church, and well so called, and its adjuncts, near Tenth Street, Broadway. If I were to

name Trinity Church, I should do so, not from any intrinsic feature, but from the strange

propinquity of that class of buildings with its uses to Wall Street. You may rush and roar

about as you please upon the elevated railways, or you may crawl and be squeezed as

much as you like in road-cars, and you may tire yourself as much as you please in doing

either or both. Among other visits those to cemeteries are not of my own choice. Did ever

any one see a tomb not in bad taste, not to speak of their associations? But the 1st of

November, “All Saints,” is always chosen for these visits; so I went. The cemetery of New

York is well kept, and the view from it is really very fine. Here you can walk amidst the

world below and mentally expatiate upon the world above.

I wonder whether Dr. Parker, the dentist, of No. 37, Thirty-First Street, will thank me for

advertising his name? He served me very well for a chipped tooth that required immediate

attention. But the phrase in which he was recommended to me was curious. He was “right

down quite a way up.” These American dentists are no doubt the first in the world—not all

of them, of course, but only those who are “right down quite a way up.” The only 261 thing

against them is their high charges; and the answer to this is, “You couldn't get the same

thing done anywhere else.” That is true, I dare say. It would not be worth while, perhaps,



Library of Congress

A fight with distances; the states, the Hawaiian Islands, Canada, British Columbia, Cuba and the Bahamas. http://www.loc.gov/resource/
lhbtn.01390

to incur the journey to New York to have your tooth stopped, nor would one desire to have

a tooth break simply because you were in New York; but I was very glad my own tooth did

chip while I was there, though in London I have a safe American refuge in Upper Brook

Street.

This was a more important visit to me than going to the cemetery, where luckily I had no

business. If you attend public advertisements, some of these might tempt you to go almost

anywhere, and to take almost anything. We have grown into rather a state of nuisance

in England in respect to advertisements, but we have not yet quite come up to America.

Recurring to my drive to Albany, we have not yet stuck up mile-posts showing distances

to warehouses, nor are we quite so facetious. Three chubby children's faces stare at

you at almost every station on the elevated railways. What for? Read underneath: “Our

mothers took Dr. Hood's Sarsaparilla.” Then for a barber you have a large head hopelessly

destitute of the last vestige of hair; and your eye immediately traces below, the title of one

Of the late Lord Lytton's novels—“What will he do with it?” The very blotting-paper pads

that you buy are printed with the names of firms; but I don't think their illustrated papers

yet come up to our Graphic and 262 Illustrated News, in the whole-sheet artistic drawings

that call attention to pills and soaps. Push, push, push, or you will be “crowded out.” Inside

of the hotels it is the same: amusing pictures everywhere, and some hung up for mere

ornament behind large tables, as maps are, these being thus rendered useless. On the

great crowded ground-floor of the Fifth Avenue Hotel, I also found sometimes amusement

and sometimes a nuisance in the telephone. The bell is being constantly rung, and the ear

is applied, and then comes the cry, “Hello!” (observe, the American does not say “Hallo!”).

Then ensues the dialogue in snatches, and this goes on with various voices for hours, and

with small intermissions. “Who are you?” “All right.” “What about that?” “Don't think so.”

“Yes.” “Twenty-four.” “Quite a few.” “Nothing.”

About that word “hello” there was a witty paragraph to this effect: that when a man

unexpectedly gets a prize in a lottery or raffle, he says “hello-o-o!” but that when he gets a

blank instead, so violent is the accent bestowed upon the first syllable that the second is



Library of Congress

A fight with distances; the states, the Hawaiian Islands, Canada, British Columbia, Cuba and the Bahamas. http://www.loc.gov/resource/
lhbtn.01390

quite lost. These two arms of business, advertising and telephone, constitute a new edition

of life. There is not even time to write full words in the papers. “Bike” and “trike” must stand

for bicycle and tricycle; “ave” stands for avenue; and the very hideous word “gents” for

gentlemen. And here let me add, before I forget it, that if you look for an “ave” or a street in

New York, you must not 263 look at the corners of houses, but on the lamp-posts, or you

are lost.

I spent an evening at the horse bazaar in Madison Square, where a large number of

spectators were present to witness the performances. There was nothing remarkable

in the jumping, except in one case, where the ugliest horse I ever saw took an almost

standing leap of several inches above five feet; and this he did three times. I did not envy

the rider. Most of the seats were ugly, though firm. The Americans are generally much

more given to wheels than saddle, and I do not admire their usual mode of driving the

buggy. They are too fond of pressing the animal up to the very last verge of the trot without

breaking. They drive their horses as they drive themselves. Their style of bearing-rein also

(indefensible in any form) seems to peculiarly unpleasant. A single strap starts from the

pad, passing between the ears over the forehead, and then divides for the bit. Surely this

must control the horse's head in a very disagreeable manner.

A final wrench up Broadway in a hansom with Mr. Marsh, which would, I think, have

annihilated me, if we had not had one of those perpetual “drinks” together before starting,

brought me back to my last dinner and evening at the Fifth Avenue Hotel, intending,

however, to return on my way home; and in thus bidding adieu to Broadway, with all its

noisy, crowded bustle, I could not but reflect that, of old, it was the great open north road

from the shore to 264 the capital, Albany. At eleven o'clock on the morning of Friday, the

12th of November, I started on my trumpery length of only ninety-six miles to Philadelphia,

not intending to stop at Baltimore for the mere purpose of looking at the place in cold

wet weather. We were ferried across to Jersey City, and thence were whirled to the

remarkable city of Philadelphia by one o'clock.
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CHAPTER XI. PHILADELPHIA.

And surely Philadelphia may with justice be called a remarkable city. Take it as it now

stands. It is, according to statistics, the largest city as to area in the United States. It is

twenty-two miles long from north to south, with a breadth of five to eight miles, and has

an area of 1294 square miles. It contains more than 900 miles of paved streets, and

more buildings than any other city in the country; and its park, Fairmount Park, the largest

city park in the world, extending a total distance of nearly fourteen miles, embraces a

total area of 2740 acres. It lies upon the West, or right, bank of the Delaware river, and,

though ninety or perhaps a hundred miles from the sea, larger vessels (as I was credibly

informed) can sail up the river to its wharfs than can enter New York Harbour, because of

the bar at Sandy Point.

So much for the city itself, while as regards its historical associations they are of supreme

interest to the States. We all know that Philadelphia was founded by William Penn, who

came over with a colony of Quakers, and purchased the site from the 266 Indians in

1682. The first Continental Congress assembled here in 1774, as did also the subsequent

congresses during the war. The Declaration of Independence was made and issued here

July 4, 1776. The convention which formed the Constitution of the Republic assembled

here in May, 1787. The first President of the United States resided here. Until 1799 it

was the capital of the state of Pennsylvania, and from 1790 until 1800 was the seat of

the Government of the United States. Two years after Penn founded it its population was

2500; in 1880 it amounted to 847,000, and to-day probably to a million.

With all these features and associations, it is not to be wondered at that Philadelphia made

great pretensions to become the permanent capital of the Union and seat of Government.

But, amidst the many jealousies that arose, it was finally resolved to establish an entirely

independent district for that important political honour. It was from Philadelphia that

President Washington issued the Proclamation of January 24th, 1791, which defined

the first intended boundaries of that district; and it was from Philadelphia that the seat of
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Government was removed, to be transferred to Washington, District of Columbia. Among

the causes of the above-mentioned jealousies one should be particularly mentioned here

—that the South Carolinians were particularly anxious Philadelphia should not be selected

because of the Quakers, who “were continually dogging Southern members 267 with their

schemes of emancipation.” Nor can it be denied that they were sincere in these views

because so early as in 1788 they voluntarily emancipated their slaves.

Two buildings, by way of contrast, struck me very much in Philadelphia. One is old and of

humble dimensions, comparatively speaking. It is now some 150 years since it was built,

at a cost of £5600. The other is new and of magnificent proportions and appearance, and

is to have a tower (with a figure of William Penn at the top), measuring 537 feet in height,

and it is to cost at least 15,000,000 dollars. This second is called the Public Buildings, and

is to contain all the law courts and public offices. The first is called Independence Hall, and

it was in this building that the Declaration of Independence of July 4th, 1776, was adopted,

and from its front steps was publicly proclaimed.

I lodged at the Continental Hotel, in Chestnut Street, which is considered the fashionable

street of the city. But it is a very narrow street, and is occupied, moreover, by a tramway.

It contains, however, many prominent structures, and among the number, at the corner

of Sixth Street, the stately stone ledger building of five stories high, where Mr. George

Childs, of American and English fame—a worthy successor of Penn—publishes his well-

known daily Public Ledger. I took my letter to him, and had a very pleasant interview, but

was, unfortunately, just one day too late to be presented with a free 268 ticket to the Opera

for that night, where all the world at hand were to assemble. He had that very afternoon

bestowed his last. The somewhat more sober and less joyous cards, though agreeable

ones, with which he could supply me were, in one case, an introduction to Mr. McArthur,

the architect of the Public Buildings, which I was desirous of visiting, and, in the other, a

letter to Professor Fetterolf, the President of the famous Girard College. Both buildings

and institution are astonishing. The great white marble structure of the Public Buildings

occupies an area of four and a half acres, and the total amount of floor-room is fourteen



Library of Congress

A fight with distances; the states, the Hawaiian Islands, Canada, British Columbia, Cuba and the Bahamas. http://www.loc.gov/resource/
lhbtn.01390

and a half acres, there being 520 rooms in the building. Not the least effective part of this

visit, through which Major Harwood was good enough to conduct me, was the walk over

the extensive roofs. Its general style may be classed as of the Renaissance, but there

are many independent modifications of this style. It is highly decorated, partaking of the

florid style, with an abundance of arches and pillars. Were I to venture a criticism upon

any part of it, I should suggest that they were putting worthy William Penn a little too high

up. It seems to me that the tower, from 500 to 550 feet in height, is rather too lofty for due

proportion with the building.

The Girard College is of world-wide fame, and every feature of the now vast establishment

bespeaks wealth. It dates from 1831, and was founded under a bequest from one Stephen

Girard, a Frenchman, 269 who lived and died in Philadelphia. The bequest is stated

as being 2,000,000 dollars, and the present value of the whole property is said to be

7,000,000 dollars. There is a fine central building of the Corinthian order, and a peristyle.

The material is marble, including the roof, whence I enjoyed a remarkably fine view over

the city and surrounding country. The system of education, which is strictly and exclusively

secular, seemed to me to comprehend almost everything, including mechanics, that could

be useful to those to whose welfare the college is dedicated—destitute orphans.

I was indebted to Mr. Pincus, of the city, for his suggestion that his son should come with

open carriage and drive me round the grand park, and one fine morning the carriage

came. What a fine large undulating and well-wooded park it is! Soon after we entered it, I

saw a curious little unpretending, old-fashioned house standing up above the road to our

left, quite alone, and seemingly unconnected with all around. But this was not so. It was

the old house of old Penn, the first brick building ever erected in Philadelphia, and piously

removed from the city and planted in the Park, the possession of which the city so greatly

owes to him. It was a matter of course to go and look it over; and in so doing I could not

but contrast the humble dwelling and all it seemed to tell of this remarkable man with the

exalted position which his gigantic bronze statue was destined to occupy. So be it! His

cottage represents him, and 270 his statue typifies his fame. On the walls hangs a drawing
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of the churchyard of Jordans, near Beacons-field, in his county of Bucks, where his body

lies in an unpretending grave.

Our drive extended to the Floricultural Hall and other objects well worthy of observation,

and we had a fine view of the city, which seemed to me to make a great display of red

colouring, amidst which the back of the otherwise very fine post-office bears a part.

Why was this defective eyesore left? We returned by what is called “the City of Homes,”

because of the number of small houses in that quarter, though I believe that originally the

whole city bore that name in its humble beginnings, before the days of the Public Ledger

and the Public Buildings.

I was very well lodged at the “Continental,” though the indignant remark of an American

at the breakfast-table had some truth in it, when he peremptorily ordered off a jug as

containing “very mean cream.” This cream is a great feature on the American table. It

appears in jugs everywhere, and is always looked for as we look merely for milk. Fancy

bread also appears everywhere, and it is sometimes even difficult to obtain the plain.

One other point arose, again connected with the very peculiar American style of

newspaper writing. It may or may not be generally known that when any one tells a stale

story the Americans cry, “Chestnut,” as we cry, “Queen Anne's dead.” Some of 271 them

even carry a bell, which they sound on such occasions, called the chestnut bell. Now,

being in Chestnut Street, I bought a leading New York paper one morning, wherein the

editor was discussing a very serious political question and recording an observation of (I

think) the President as to some step he certainly would not take. On this, after a column

of serious writing, the Editor winds up with the following somewhat incongruous phrase:

—“Will anybody have the kindness to tintinnabulate the chestnut bell?” But this was not by

any means the last or leading impression with which I left the great city of Philadelphia.

CHAPTER XII. WASHINGTON.
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On Wednesday morning, the 17th of November, I took the train for Washington, passing

by Baltimore without stopping, for the weather was cold and wet. A run of about 150 miles

brought me to that capital city, where I took up my quarters at the Arlington. As I had been

just a day too late for Mr. Childs's opera-ticket, so I was again just a day too late here, for

I found a letter from Mr. Carter asking me for the yesterday to attend his diplomatic dinner

given on the 16th, in honour of the anniversary of his Hawaiian Majesty's birthday. I was

not too late, however, for a pleasant family dinner on the following day.

So here, after visiting various cities, north, east, and west, I found myself at the great

Washington City, the political capital of the United States, on the river Potomac. On a

little reflection, one comes to understand the feeling that led to the selection of a certain

separate and independent position for the chief city of the New Republic; and in a few

pages of a most useful little publication, entitled 273 “Roose's Companion and Guide

to Washington,” are set forth all the various difficulties and discussions that took place

upon the subject before the definite decision was arrived at, and the separate “District of

Columbia” was marked out from the two States of Maryland and Virginia as “the District

for the permanent seat of the Government of the United States.” Whoever, therefore, now

writes letters to any one in this city of Washington must always put D.C. to his direction, or

his letter will be carried far west into Washington Territory.

The first-chosen area of this District is stated to have comprised one hundred square

miles, but I see it now marked as of sixty only, and I suppose this difference may arise

from that portion of it which had been ceded by Virginia having been retroceded by

Congress to that State in 1846. Washington had desired that the chief city should be called

the Federal City, but this was overruled in favour of his own illustrious name; and on the

18th of September, 1793, he laid the foundation-stone of the capitol.

The original plan of the city is due to a young French officer, Major L'Enfant, who was

a favourite of General Washington. The basis of this plan was the rectangular form,

but the whole city is so sliced about by the Utterly inconsistent diagonal avenues (or
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aves), running towards a variety of centres, and some of these quite insignificant, that

the simplicity of that plan is completely marred, while the diagonal plan amounts only

to interruption, and in many parts T 274 results in deformity in the buildings. A simple

radiation of some few of these avenues towards the Capitol, and the Capitol only, might

be better understood, but why so many? They point in every conceivable direction, and

thus they cause all conceivable confusion. That simplicity was a leading object may be

guessed from the rectangular form, following the plans of all the other cities, and not only

so, but also from the mode of designating the streets. For those that run north and south

are numbered 1st, 2nd, 3rd, etc., and those that run east and west are called after the

letters A, B, C, etc. Therefore, if you want to find your way about Washington, barring the

avenues, you will have to bear in mind your numeration tables and your alphabet. You

may think this an easy task, and so it is if you don't get confounded by the aves, and thus

suddenly confound the four points of the compass by confounding letters with figures.

Besides this, there are three main streets leading rectangularly to the central Capitol,

which faces towards the East. There are North, South, and East Capitol Streets; and East

Capitol Street is, by imagination only, carried through the Capitol westward, so that the

city is thus divided into four separate parts. The result of introducing this quartering into

street numberings and letterings is, that you have a “First Street East” and a “First Street

West,” although the numbered streets run north and south; and you have an A Street

North and an A Street South, 275 although the lettered streets run east and west. I hope I

have succeeded in puzzling everybody.

For this last puzzlement the Capitol, in the centre, is responsible, but not for all the

avenues put together, which (as I have said) point in every conceivable direction. These

avenues, by the way, are not written up as “aves,” but “aves;” and their names are not

written up at the corners where they diagonally slice the straight streets in half, one after

another. Under the good guidance of my friend, Mr. Carter, however, I made a very good

start; but I will by no means say that afterwards, when alone, I did not sometimes get

confused, and it was always a confounding (not to use the passive participle) avenue that
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put me out. As regards the disfigurement of the houses by these diagonal cuttings, he

directed my attention to a huge structure at the end of 9th Street, I think, as representing

the great hull. of a ship. I found my way there, and, being very much “at sea,” was so

impressed with the resemblance that I almost felt I was going to be run down, and got out

of the way.

While I was in different parts of the States, talking about visiting Washington, it was

repeatedly said to me, “Oh, you must see Washington! we call it a city of magnificent

distances.” The phrase was, of course, intended as laudatory, but I do not feel quite

sure that he or they who first bestowed it did not intend a covert sarcasm, emanating,

perchance, from those who had opposed what is called the “location,” because 276 the

descriptions of the city, only a comparatively few years ago, read most forlorn. I have

alluded to Dickens's “American Notes” of 1842 as to manners, and I now allude to them

as to his description of Washington. If he did not exaggerate, I can quite understand the

above phrase as sarcastic; but if it was so intended to be, Washington may well retort

to-day, and say, “Look at me now!” for its growth must have been prodigious. Referring

again to the above-mentioned phrase, the scale on which the city was conceived was no

doubt very pretentious. The area laid out for it amounted to close upon ten square miles.

Nothing like that space is yet built upon, but it nevertheless remains that Washington must

be called a fine city, and that advantage has been taken of the vast area laid out by the

construction of noble public buildings.

The chief of these is, of course, the Capitol, with the form of which important building

everybody is quite familiar. If I were to venture a criticism, it would be that, on looking

at the great eastern front, the two wings seem to overpower the centre, to which they

were added; and, to add to this defect, the old centre is built of freestone painted white,

while the two highly ornamented wings, with their one hundred monolith columns, are of

pure white marble. The result of this is that the centre looks a little poor; the lofty, and

perhaps too highly decorated, dome does not seem to start from a sufficiently lofty base.

The position of the building is fine, at an 277 altitude given as of ninety feet above the
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river. It is encompassed by its extensive gardens, and the view westward over the city and

surroundings is extremely fine. I went over the building with Mr. Carter, a full description of

which is to be found in its proper place, Mr. Roose's Guide. There is quite enough to tire

any one in the circuit, for the area occupied by the whole building is three acres and a half.

At a subsequent visit that we made together, Congress was sitting, and Mr. Carter

introduced me into the diplomatic seats to hear what was going on in both chambers.

In the Senate, we found a senator, with whom “Time had grown familiar,” addressing

the House. But to my surprise he was reading his speech. It was obvious, therefore,

that this utterly inadmissible form of proceeding among us in England is allowed there,

yet I could not but ask the question. “Oh yes,” was the reply, “and more than that;

sometimes a senator, and even a representative, will obtain leave to send his speech

to the newspapers, although he has not spoken it” I could have given a very decided

“no” if any one had asked me the universal question, “Have you got anything like that in

England?” I was reminded by contrast of the famous anecdote concerning John Wilkes,

recorded in Lord Brougham's “Sketches of Statesmen.” On one occasion, while he was

making a speech in Parliament of which no one could hear a word from the accompanying

outcry, a friend suggested to him that he should give up the attempt; but Wilkes 278

replied, “Speak it I must, for it has been printed in the newspapers this half-hour.” At the

same time, it would by no means have suited Wilkes to print unspoken speeches, even

if permitted to do so. On the occasion I refer to above, I confess I pitied the “speaker”

rather than the reader. I never heard anything so dull, and even the New York Herald so

reported. For my own part, I cannot put up with the delivery of a written lecture. And why

are not our Church of England clergymen brought up to preach extempore? In the Senate,

I am told, no manifestations are allowed, which fact may serve to explain a certain amount

of forced tolerance.

In the House of Representatives I saw the process of a division. It all took place in the

chamber itself. There seemed to me to be a terrible nakedness in all the arrangements.

The Speaker, Mr Carlisle, was sitting in an open rostrum, something like that of an
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auctioneer, and while standing up and hammering with his hammer, to which little or no

attention was being paid, he could not but look like an auctioneer himself, as any one

else must have done. Surely some little outside ornament is required for office. Contrast

with this picture the present Lord Eversley in his chair and wig—the grandest looking of

all the four Speakers whom it has been my lot to see. The chamber is very ill arranged

fo acoustics; quite the reverse of the Mormon Taber nacle at Salt Lake City. I attribute

this fact, in some measure, to the incongruous arrangement of 279 the chamber. It is a

parallelogram—larger than at Westminster—but the seats and desks are inconsistently

placed in theatrical form, concentrated towards the Speaker's rostrum. While any given

member is speaking, there is a crowd pressing round his seat to hear, supposing them to

be so desirous, which is seldom the case.

The chamber is heated by flues below, with brass openings level with the floor; and in

reference to this arrangement I cannot but mention a certain report from a committee

appointed to guard over the becoming condition of affairs. And I do this here because it

has indirect reference to a terrible defect. The committee, then, complain that, although

spittoons are abundantly furnished to the representatives, yet no care is taken to use

them, but that there exists a general habit of expectorating anywhere and everywhere,

and that, in consequence, not only is much injury done to the hot brass, but that the habit

proves to be of the most offensive description. In good truth, this most noxious habit of

chewing and squirting mahogany saliva, even into spittoons, is cryingly offensive. In the

halls of the hotels it prevails to a “nasty” extent, though there spittoons are respected.

Still, there are bad shots at them, as there are at birds, and, even where there are not,

the whole matter is repulsive. “You will never cure us of it,” say some. “We are gradually

getting ashamed of it,” say others. I hope and trust the latter phrase is the nearer to the

truth; for not only is the trick itself nasty, but the 280 practiser remains nasty to speak

to even during the interval. But if your representatives will practise it in one of its worst

phases, provoking a Decency Committee to report, why not your common labourer?
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The same want of ceremony that I witnessed in the chamber of the representatives, I

witnessed also in the Supreme Court of Justice. The judges are only slightly discernible,

as such, by the meagre robes they wear, and counsel are not discernible at all, except

by their speeches. It happened, also, that I visited the court when certain candidates,

who had passed the required examinations, were called to the bar. Compared with our

own ceremony on the like occasion, there seemed to me a want of becoming ceremony.

There may, in fact, be a certain amount of affectation on both sides—of the too much

as well as the too little; but if we are ceremonious at the dinner-table, why not so on

more important occasions? You must have corresponding framework. There is a fine old

philosophical riddle: “What is majesty deprived of its externals?” Answer: “A jest.” In the

wearing of wigs, our barristers, it is true, are peculiar. We see them nowhere else, though

we see gowns; and the wigs are sometimes an incumbrance to the brain. On the other

hand, sometimes, perhaps, they pass for brains. Nevertheless, the English eye looks for

something. I remember two amusing anecdotes, by the way, about these wigs which came

under my personal observation. The late Lord Chelmsford, when Attorney-General, once

came, into the Court of 281 Chancery with the very special huge wig that used to be put on

at the opening of Term, I think, in the Common Law Courts. In Chancery the practice does

not exist. Whereupon Sir William Horne, who was being beaten in argument (a not unusual

case), slightingly remarked upon the “ferocious” appearance of his “learned friend.” This

made his “learned friend” transfer his ferocity from his wig to his temper, and, to the great

amusement of Lord Lyndhurst (I think), then on the woolsack, he burst out that the remark

was a gross insult to the whole profession. The tumult was eventually appeased. On

another occasion, on the appeal to the House of Lords in the O'Connell case, Sir Thomas

Wilde, in a London July or August, found his wig affecting his brain, and begged special

permission (such is the importance of the wig) to address their lords in his bald head. After

a solemn consideration of the case, the permission asked was granted. Now, Sir Thomas

was apt to be voluminous, so presently Lord Lyndhurst said, “But on this condition, Wilde,
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that you do not add the length of your wig to your speech.” After all said, I rather go in for

the wig.

Among other buildings in Washington, the treasury astonishes by its magnificent exterior

in the Ionic style. But if so, how much more by its contents? Sacks and sacks of dollars.

The Patent Office is a grand Doric building. The State, War, and Navy Departments

also present a noble appearance. But what astonished me rather more than all was 282

a huge, not yet finished building, called the Pension Building. The title is curious in a

great free Republic. This building looked to me like a great Egyptian temple. “And how

many people are you going to employ here to conduct such affairs as such a building

implies?” “Fifteen hundred.” This pension item is enormous in the yearly estimates, and is

confined exclusively to members of the army and navy; those who suffered in any of the

late wars, with their near relations. I copy the following paragraphs from a report of the

Commissioner of Pensions for the year 1886, as showing the extent to which these grants

of pensions reach.

“There were, at the close of the year, 365,783 pensioners, classified as follows:—265,854

army invalids; 80,162 army widows, minor children, and dependent relatives; 2953 navy

invalids; 1878 navy widows, minor children, and dependent relatives; 1539 survivors of the

war of 1812, and 13,397 widows of those who served in that war, showing a diminution in

survivors during the year of 1406, and of widows of 3815.

“There were added to the rolls during the year the names of 40,857 new pensioners, and

the names of 2229 whose pensions had been previously dropped were restored to the

rolls; making an aggregate of 43,086 pensioners added during the year.

“During the same period the names of 22,089 pensioners were dropped from the rolls for

various causes, leaving a net increase to the rolls of 20,658 names.

283
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“The average annual value of each pension at the close of the year is shown to be 122.23

dollars, a gain of average annual value over last year of 11.88 dollars. The aggregate

annual value of all pensions is 44,708,027.44 dollars, or close upon £9,000,000; an

increase of like value for the year of 6,617,041.51 dollars.

“The amount paid for pensions during the year was 63,797,831.61 dollars (or £12,76000);

a decrease in amount over the previous year of 1,135,456,51 dollars; a difference due to

the difference in amounts of ‘arrearages’ paid.

“The difference between the amount paid and the annual values is due to first payments,

including ‘accrued’ and ‘arrears.’”

In the Civil List for the Fiscal year ending June 30th, 1887, army and navy together figured

for 33,705,815 dollars, or £10,740,000 odd; pensions figured for 75,653,749 dollars, or

£15,130,000 odd.

Again, in a late copy of the Times appears a telegram from Philadelphia, dated the 4th

of January, 1888, giving a statement of the Government revenue for the last half year of

1887; and in the ordinary expenditure for this period these figures are items of 48,584,549

dollars, about £10,000,000, for pensions. It seems amazing; but widely do these pensions

extend to members of the victims' families, and amazing was the carnage of the recent

war.

Labouring, however, under my amazement, I am now going to quit Washington for a while,

returning 284 by-and-by; for Mr. and Mrs. Carter have proposed to me an excursion by

the Baltimore and Ohio Line as far as the Shenandoah Junction, and thence to the Luray

Station, in order to visit the Luray stalactite caves. This excursion was successfully made

by starting at ten o'clock in the morning, arriving at the Luray Hotel quite in time to see the

caves on the same day. We left our luggage at the hotel, and took an omnibus for about

an hour's drive to the spot. We occupied about one hour and a half inside, passing from



Library of Congress

A fight with distances; the states, the Hawaiian Islands, Canada, British Columbia, Cuba and the Bahamas. http://www.loc.gov/resource/
lhbtn.01390

scene to scene. So far as the lighting of the interior was concerned, the class was good,

because we had the electric light. But the jets were only few, and very badly hung—not

in the positions best calculated to show the beauties of the formations, and, especially,

too low, so that the eye was pained and interfered with instead of being aided. The caves

themselves are remarkable, many of the points of view being very striking; but there was

one vexatious defect, in that the lime water percolated through a large mass of iron-stone,

and thus what should have been lustrous with whiteness, was overspread with a dark,

and in fact dirty-looking, tint. This is a great drawback and a great pity, for the caves would

otherwise be unquestionably beautiful. Many, however, who had not seen the caves

of Adelsberg, in Styria, would not be so disappointed by this defect. Our visit over, we

returned on a fine evening to the hotel, but only to a supper of a too common, scant form.

We were to leave early in the morning for the 285 junction, where Mr. and Mrs. Carter

would take the “connection” back to Washington; but for myself, I was to take a

“connection” for a place called Grafton, and thence go on to Louisville and Cave City,

for I had resolved on a visit to the renowned Mammoth Caves of Kentucky. There was,

however, some doubt about this our branch train coming along in good time in the

morning, which was a matter of great uncertainty, as it appeared. So we went to bed under

the express understanding that we were not to be called at seven unless the train was

telegraphed as “up to time.” At seven o'clock, however, we were called, and on hearing the

loud rap at my door I jumped up, delighted.

“It's all right, then,” I cried. Judge of my disgust!

“No, sir; the train is telegraphed as two hours and a half late.”

“Then why on earth did you wake me at seven this cold morning?”

Thus it was: we were marked for seven, and the other servant had not passed on the

special instructions. These railway “connections,” it turned out, were no more to be

depended on than “family connections” in many quarters, and when the train did come up,
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I started in it under the unpleasant impression that I must lose an hour and a half at the

uninteresting Shenandoah Junction. This did not, however, turn out to be the case, for we

were just in time for my catching a fast down train lately marked 286 for stopping by a flag,

if required so to do. Therefore, just as Mr. and Mrs. Carter started for Washington, I left on

my own journey; and, following the suggestion of the conductor, I stopped at Cumberland

Station, dining there, and going on by a later train, travelling through the night at a good

pace in the now well-known Pullman car.

Thus I came on through Cincinnati, but on a miserably wet and foggy day, little more

than seeing there was a Cincinnati, and settled for the night at Louisville Hotel at

Louisville, where I learned, to my great satisfaction, that I could get down to the very caves

themselves by means of the Louisville and Nashville Line to the Glasgow Junction, and

thence by a laid, but not yet accepted, track.

Accordingly, in the morning I started for the Glasgow Junction, and on arriving there found

I was to have two companions to the caves—a young American, Mr. W. G. Smith, of

Davenport, Iowa, and a cheery young wife. They could not escape the evident signs of

having been very recently married, and they were going to the caves, as was I; indeed,

they could have had no other object in being where I found them. So away we went,

through wooded country that must be beautiful in summer, and over an unfinished track

indeed, which kept me in recurring passages of great anxiety—not, indeed, of any fine

first-class smash-up in real American style, but as to whether the oozing ground in the wet

weather would not give way, and plant us out forlornly in the mud. With 287 great care,

however, we got over the whole length, and were extremely thankful for the chance. There

was some plank walking at the end over water, and we found ourselves at last at the raw

new hotel, which must take a little time for natural development. We managed a dinner,

and then, after some little trouble, we managed a guide, and then we managed a walk to

the great mouth.
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This mouth is to be found at a short distance through a wooded glen from the hotel, and

it lies in a deep rocky ravine, dripping with water and covered with ferns. And through

an iron grille you enter. I have spoken to more than one person who had visited this

cave, and begged a description, more or less, of what I was to see. But I never could get

anything definite which would guide me to what I was to expect. The wild rant in print that

I have since laughed over I had not seen, nor should I for a moment have paid heed to its

incoherent phrases, nor could I have gathered one drop of useful assistance from it. It did

not require five minutes in the cave to perceive quite clearly that Mammoth, and Mammoth

only, is its proper name. What I should tell any one to look for would be vast and wondrous

size of dark, brown, rugged, chaotic confusion everywhere; the beautiful, in any sane

sense attributed to that word, nowhere. For stalactites you would look in vain. There are

huge lumps here and there, but of no more form or beauty than you might expect to see

in the gouty leg of the Giant Blunderbore. It is monstrous to 288 lead people to expect the

beautiful. We all three took what is called the “combination” ticket of three dollars, and we

walked ourselves well tired, though the young wife was laughing and cheerful to the last.

There seems to be no end to the almost fathomless chaos, but it becomes monotonous.

We had pointed out to us the Rotunda, a remarkably symmetrical natural chamber; a long

continuation of a gallery we were already weary of; the Bridal Chamber (don't be married

in it); the Chair (don't sit in it); the Labyrinth (a twist-back walk through rocks); the Two

Domes; the Wild Hall (enormously wild); the Grand Crossway; the Dead Sea (a dirty pool);

and some points more; and at the close of our long walk we came up inside the Corkscrew

to save a long, long distance. Of this same Corkscrew I will simply observe that I wonder

we were not ourselves corkscrews when we came out.

But when all is done—all then practicable, as to which anon—the beginning, and the

middle, and the end of this astonishing excursion is the astonishing extent, and in several

parts the astonishing chaos, all of dark, unsympathetic brown, that surrounds you. In that

respect Mammoth Cave must be matchless. I have said “all then practicable.” And this

refers to a separate excursion seven miles farther on than the spot we reached, and on
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the other side of what is called, if I remember rightly, the Echo River. But even had we felt

inclined for that long walk we could not have undertaken it, for the river was full to the 289

crown of the natural arch under which it flowed, and he boat, therefore, could not pass.

This phenomenon of water in darkness, forbidding passage, may serve to fill the mind with

awe, and enhance the sepulchral character of the cave.

But what you go to see at the end of these seven miles must, if reports are not

exaggerated, be something very beautiful. Not only the Guide declaimed grandly, but

two independent summer visitors spoke in coinciding terms. They told us that after that

pilgrimage; crossing the dark river, you would come upon several galleries covered all

over with gypsum, and that this gypsum has taken the form of large white flowers. I

rather pressed to know whether there was really much of this, and received the repeated

assurance that the galleries were quite covered. Seven miles underground is a good

long walk, and it serves to show again the enormous extent of this huge subterranean

phenomenon, and there are some who would make the excursion for the sake of covering

that great distance “straight away.”

As to the two solemn processes of showing the white lady and the dawning morn, I must

confess I did not go all the way to Mammoth Cave to be reminded of Vauxhall Gardens

and the Surrey Zoological. That many visitors do find great monotony in the long, long

walk was testified by numbers of them having built up ridiculous cairns to celebrate the

different States they belonged to, and from what the guide told us it was certain that the

cave very often resounded to 290 those delights of so many holiday-makers—shouts and

shrieks. On emerging from all these mammoth domes, galleries, and abysses to the upper

world, at almost dark, the wet, warm atmosphere outside proved extremely oppressive,

and we pulled our limbs along to the hotel.

The night was washed with a continuous deluge of rain, and I must confess to have felt

a dread lest some part of our road should be carried away, and we be kept in our wet

solitude. But matters proved not so unkind. We returned over the planks to the line, and
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over the line to the junction, and there I met my friend Mr. Wienholt on his way to the cave,

to whom I did my best to give a faithful account. He has not yet contradicted me.

At Louisville I dined, and took the 7.35 p.m. train for Washington in the Pullman's car.

And here there occurred, in an exaggerated form, one of those imperious acts which

companies assume to practice where there is no real and substantial public to keep them

in order, and (in particular) where there is no competition. I must confess that in various

small matters I had from time to time noticed this sort of advantage being taken from

these causes: prices at railway stations, and leading ones, for certain refreshments, and

other cases of a corresponding class. But this was something too gross and glaring to be

passed unnoticed. We were kept waiting two hours at the station before starting. There

was no “Connection” on the bills for which we were marked 291 to wait, but there we

did wait two whole hours. It was not possible to get an answer, but the truth leaked out

afterwards on our journey. A station-master at some depôt (I could not get the name)

had, of his own rule and will, telegraphed to Louisville to have the train stopped for some

fourteen passengers that were coming on for Cincinnati or Washington, and the Louisville

station-master had consented. Some of these passengers were Americans, but a Scotch

gentleman with several members of his family were pointed out to me as being of them. I

therefore got into a quiet conversation with him upon the subject, and his statements made

the railway officials' irresponsible tyranny worse; for he told me he had actually, on his own

part, protested against the proceeding, but the reply given was, “It is done now, sir, so that

it had better remain so.” What the American passengers had said, I know not; but perhaps

this reply had more reference to them. What I speak of happened on the night of Tuesday,

the 23rd of November, 1886.

When I arrived at Washington, I proposed seeing the editor of one of the newspapers

and writing a letter. But I was, by so many who also cried out against the proceeding,

dissuaded from wasting my time over a sort of thing of frequent occurrence that I decided,

if our great free Republican cousins can put up with this sort of arbitrary proceeding, to
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which they are accustomed, an Old Monarchy man, here only for a few days, could have

nothing to do with it. 292 No public strong enough to take care of itself against companies!

“They will not publish your letter, if you write it.”

“Then, I will write to the ‘Statue of Liberty.’”

In this great land of liberty there seems to me to be a dreadful despot—the Railroad

Power. It pours wealth down the throats of certain individuals, and tyrannizes over

shareholders and public. Yet the public are not strong enough to resist. Observe the

following extract:—“There is no people so patient of the tyranny of corporations and so

tolerant of unnecessary inconvenience in travel as the American, and it is not a virtue to

be proud of” ( Providence Journal ). Where is the power of the people? It would seem that

tyranny of some sort must exist everywhere.

On adding up the distance I had travelled to see the Mammoth Cave, I found that, counting

the return, I had passed over 1550 miles, not including the branch to Luray. Was it worth

all this? In one sense it assuredly was, because the Mammoth Cave is an object that

is cast in a traveller's teeth: “You ought to have seen it.” And besides this, I now know

what it is. In its own style it is a marvel. Without knowing whether the fourteen miles' jaunt

to the gypsum galleries and back, which I did not undertake, would have been repaid, I

am loth to say that the 1550 miles which I did undertake were thrown away. But I think

I travelled quite far 293 enough altogether, particularly as the weather was against me,

as well as the time of the year for scenery. It would have been more agreeable had I not

come through Cincinnati in a downright November fog. And I was unfortunate enough

to pass Mr. Alexander's breeding-grounds, whence come the American winners on our

English race-courses, during the night. I could only hear of what is called the “Blue-grass

breed,” meaning that the blue-blossomed grass that grows in those districts affords such

splendid food for colts. Of course, we passed over the Alleghany range, but under very

unfavourable circumstances—whether over the most picturesque part of them, I know not.
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Their extent is very great. They run from Canada, through Vermont, Massachusetts, to the

north part of Alabama, and they reach their greatest height in the State of North Carolina,

one of the first thirteen original States. Throughout, their scenery has always something

to show, and is sometimes magnificent. But then, they must appear in their toilet of fine

season and fine weather. We cannot say of them, “When unadorned adorned the most.” At

all events, they must not be disfigured with fog.

Having arrived at Washington at about midnight on the 24th of November, I awoke on the

25th to the day appointed as a General Thanksgiving Day. This is an annual proceeding—

always on a Thursday, I believe, about this time of the year; but the President names the

particular Thursday. To any sentiment of that kind, however, the weather was 294 either

quite indifferent, or meant to be downright hostile—

“The day was cold and dark and dreary; It rained, and the wind was never weary.”

While I was at Washington we had many changes of weather, and we suffered what are

called cold waves, of which we were warned by the meteorological reports. We heard also

of fearful “blizzards” in the North. That is an excellent word for what it means; it is almost

onomatopoetic. Can't you imagine a wild driving wind with snow or sleet, or both of these

combined, if such there be, whizzing in your ears, and saying, “blizzard”? Among other

weathers we had snow, and plenty of sledging, which is not so very uncommon a sight.

But what I found rather so, and extremely exhilarating and picturesque, was the sledging

under a bright blue sky and so warm a sun that parasols and snow appeared together.

Altogether, I did not feel quite satisfied that Washington was a healthy place, though I

by no means fancy that it was otherwise because of the snow. The high winds that often

accompanied the fall made it impossible, in a very short space of time, to walk through the

heavy drifts, and snow generally came with wind.

While at Washington, Mr. Carter introduced me to the President, Mr. Cleveland, and

also to our British Minister, Sir Lionel West. At both these pleasant interviews, it was we
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who moved to put an end to them, for whatever the disposition may be to continue the

conversation, the visitor, in these cases, always 295 feels that he is occupying golden

time. It did not suit me to wait for the New Year's Reception at the White House; and,

indeed, I was forewarned that the crowd on that occasion was always overwhelming. It

was far and far pleasanter to pay one's respects on a private visit. While mentioning the

President, I must here remark upon the death of the ex-President McArthur, which took

place while I was at Washington. Everything showed the respect, and indeed affectionate

respect, in which he had been held while in office.

Mr. Carter and I continued our excursions through the city. Some of the most interesting

processes that I ever saw I witnessed at the Bureau of Printing and Engraving, where Mr.

Graves is the chief, and Mr. McNeil is at the head of the engraving department. Here all

the Government notes are printed, and not only these, but all the notes of the authorized

banks of issue, called States Banks. This last application of the governmental processes

seems singular, and is explainable by the system that exists in regard to these notes.

The banks in question have no right whatever to print their own notes; the Government

does this for them, and requires as their security (against granting these notes) a deposit

to something like the extent of Government securities. A very important condition of this

arrangement is that the Government guarantees the payment of all these notes, should

any particular authorized bank of issue fail, the Government being in funds to pay as

296 against their own deposited bonds. The holders of these bank-of-issue notes are

thus assured of full payment, whatever the amount may be; they are, therefore, a legal

tender for a debt, and not only in the State to which the bank in question belongs, but

throughout all the thirty-eight States and Eleven Territories. Here, then, exists a great bond

of unity throughout the confederation; and it must be here added that there is also absolute

freedom of trade all through in a corresponding manner. There is not such an existence

as a custom-house between any two States; and here again exists a mighty bond of

unity. Such an area, thus free from all commercial restrictions has never before been

known in the world; and when the unbounded resources of this whole area are taken into
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consideration, it may be said of the States and Territories, with their enormous arteries,

that every clime can bear every product, and that every State can pay for it in every State's

paper.

Now, neither the Government's notes nor the different banks' notes depend for their safety

(as our own Bank of England notes do) on the particular paper on which they are printed.

All are printed on firm, good paper, but they are most elaborately stamped, of which

process presently. The Government does not (as our Bank of England does) destroy every

note of theirs that comes back to them; the notes are returned and re-returned in all cases

until they become too worn for use. The Government then acts for itself in re-issuing; and

it acts also for the 297 banks of issue in like manner, who send in their wasted notes to

be renewed. The examination of these old notes forms a most important feature in the

work of the office, which is served entirely with females. These ladies give heavy security

for their integrity and capacity when they enter the service, and they are held personally

responsible for any oversight. And look how rapidly they do their work, and the extreme

quickness with which, by touch or by eye, a false old note is thrown out, one which the

bank itself has been deceived by. “How did you detect that in such an instant?” “Oh! that's

an easy one, quite; look there.” And something is pointed out to you that you are ashamed

to confess you cannot see, and so you say “Ah!” and inwardly feel how utterly incompetent

you would be for that position.

The same style of inspection goes on in reference to the new notes that are printed.

Perhaps these do not test the eye quite to the extent that the old ones do. But a

corresponding keenness for detection is displayed. The notes are printed in sets—that

is to say, on large foolscap sheets displaying several, so as to be able to pass the rollers

with sufficient resistance, and the slightest deviation of one line condemns the whole

sheet. It is wonderful how much goes on in everything produced without our dreaming that

such things be! There is also the counting of what goes out as perfect. Here celerity again

is shown. The lady superintendent told me that one or two of her staff, in a day of eight

hours, could count 100,000 298 sheets. Among many of the stamps I beheld those marked
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“oleomargarine,” and in the States, at all events, woe to the impostor who neglects to use

it! I think it was in the very next day's paper that I read, “Eight hotel-proprietors summoned

and fined for not giving the required notice of the article on the table.”

The geometrical lathe for working the elaborate geometrical figures printed on the different

notes is what may be called a beautiful wonder. The drawings thus produced are exquisite,

but they are entirely lost to the eye on the hard paper of the note. On our Bank of England

note they would be charming. The machine is worked by a Scotchman, and I believe he

invented it or improved it. He gave me two specimens of figures (not in use, of course)

stamped upon fine India paper, one of which appears on my title-page, and it is hard to

believe that what is seen on the notes can belong to the same family. No gossamer could

be finer, and no web more exquisitely worked into figure.

My friend put my name down to the Cosmos and Metropolitan Clubs, and at the former

I had the advantage of many pleasant meetings of an evening, and many conversations

with Captain Dutton, of the Geographical Department. We paid him a visit at his work, and

beheld maps and drawings without end, geology included. Some of the drawings portrayed

immense rocky deserts, where he and his staff had wandered, that almost shamed me of

my wonder at the 299 Denver and Rio Grande gorges; and when I asked him where these

had been seen and where to be found, he gave me a true American answer, “Well, about

five hundred miles from nowhere!” In our own limited regions we can, of course, have no

idea of the vast extent of country that lies before the explorer in North America. There was

about twenty or thirty years' work still in the future; and a figure was presented to me in this

shape—if the States were mapped on the scale of four miles to an inch, they would occupy

a space of seventy feet by thirty-five.

In several conversations I had with him at the Cosmos, he treated of various subjects, and

in one of my own impressions, gathered in Brazil, he entirely concurred, that emancipation

was more to be desired for the white than for the black. He thought the south was now

going to be very rich; that the old disposition to be lavish was now departing, and a more
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varied production coming forward. I told him my own impression (a mere instinctive one)

was that, with all its great advances, the States seemed to me to be, as yet, little more

than a great overgrown lad, out of whom some great man was to grow, but was not by

any means yet grown. He thought the House of Representatives was becoming almost

too strong for the President. “You began,” I said, “with thirteen original States, and you

have now thirty-eight; and you have ten Territories yet to come in as States. Are you sure

you will all hold together in this great mass? 300 No one can say you will not, but you

will have to take great care that it may be so. Put a piece of quicksilver on the table, and

keep adding to it. It will hold together for a long time, but presently it grows too large to

do so, and suddenly separates into a variety of smaller centres. Your States are very

autonomous. They made the Federal Government, and not the Federal Government them.

Your West is a tremendous growing power; you are in a certain sense afraid of it; you are

in a certain sense afraid of yourselves. All may be well when your population has grown

into hundreds of millions instead of tens; but no one can be wise who deems the riddle

as already read. You are still a new world, and must so consider yourselves. As to the

late civil war, every well-wisher to humanity must feel satisfied that it ended as it did, and

that no separation took place.” Such was the class of subjects upon which evening after

evening we held our pleasant conversations, it being the custom to put a bowl of mild

punch upon the club-table for members and visitors to sip, and such were some of the

suggestions that I threw out in our various discussions.

It must be obvious to anybody who even runs through the States that there is an immense

mass of wild life yet to be subdued. It could not be otherwise. The whole country—taken

as a whole—is still green and young, raw and untamed. This does not say that the main

parts are not wholly otherwise, which of course they are; for in their heart and 301 blood

the States already form a mighty nation in the world. But the farther west you go (saving

the seaboard), the wilder are the populations. The taming of society, so far grown as

to be called upon to look to itself, has not yet had time to set in. The existences of wild

crime and of lynch law are (among other features) extreme evidences of this fact. But
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while there is one of these, I should be bold enough to hope that there would still be the

other to control it. I am prone to believe that lynch law is rarely, if ever, unjustly applied.

And it cannot fail to be the only real deterrent of violent crime, in its instant and supreme

retribution:

“Culpam pœna premit comes.”

Again, what is to become of the negro question? This is a profound problem. There

seems to be no doubt that that population increases very rapidly, and there is another fear

concerning it—that as it advances more and more in intelligence and activity of brain, it

comes more and more to believe that the white man is an enemy. Some very ugly cases of

conspiracy to plunder and murder are recorded from time to time in the papers. Two books

were put into my hands at Washington of very different styles—one entitled “Triumphant

Democracy,” by Andrew Carnegie; the other (a much smaller one) entitled “Our Country,”

by the Rev. Josiah Armstrong. I think it would do the author of the first much good to

seriously ponder the second. But 302 these are not questions to be methodically enlarged

on here—

“Quo Musa tendis? desine pervicax Referre sermones Deorum, et Magna modis tenuare

parvis.”

But whither, Muse? Too bold, forbear Discourses of the Gods to dare, And themes of

moment to dilute In measures of the trifling flute.

Talking of the late war, Captain Dutton told me an amusing anecdote of President Lincoln,

introducing again one of that singular man's modes of illustration. Reports were being

every now and then brought to the White House of the capture of Jefferson Davis. At last

some one said to him—

“What would you do with him, if you really caught him?”
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To which Lincoln presently replied, “I should feel very like the boy with the raccoon.”

“What's that?”

“Well, I once saw a boy crying with a raccoon, and I asked him what was the matter. He

said it was about the raccoon—that he didn't want to sell it; that he wouldn't give it away;

that he didn't want to kill the darned thing; and that mother wouldn't let him take it home.”

Among other introductions at the Cosmos, I made the acquaintance of Dr. Billings, head

surgeon at the U.S. Army Medical Museum, who invited me to pay that institution a visit

on the following day. In the abstract, it was not a visit I should have chosen, 303 save

that all things ought to be seen—even pig-sticking at Chicago; but, besides the desire

to correspond to the invitation, there was an historical interest attached to the building

itself, in that it was formerly Ford' Theatre, in which President Lincoln was assassinated,

but which has never been used as a theatre since the perpetration of that act, of which

it is somewhat difficult to say whether stupidity or devilishness the most predominated.

Perhaps it was most fitting to turn it to its present most important, but somewhat ghastly

destiny, for it contains sixteen thousand specimens, illustrating every species of wound

and surgical disease. Among these specimens of wounds comes that of the assassin

Booth himself. I there beheld the fragment of his spine containing the bullet that killed him,

and even a dry piece of his spinal marrow that was hanging to it.

Some of the most interesting objects (for some were even so) were old pre-historic skulls,

with the stone arrow-head which had slain the owner. These were in perfect and striking

preservation, and I could not help recalling the line of Æsop's Fox—

“O! quanta species” inquit “cerebrum non habet,”

though perhaps this rather applies to a handsome mask than a skull.
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Another most interesting object was that of the remains of a reindeer, killed by the same

weapon, and dug up in France; belonging, therefore, to strangely distant eras in our

globe's history.

304

Dr. Billings had been unexpectedly called away, and I was shown over by Dr. Yarrow,

with great courtesy. We conversed much on various subjects, and among others on the

spleen and thyroid gland, the necessary function of neither of which in our present human

body has as yet been discovered, indicating, therefore, that they may be yet unabsorbed

remnants of a former general condition.

The library is very large, consisting of I know not how many thousand volumes, on

surveying which I could not but remember the last couplet of Crabbe's address to his

medical treatises when he left his profession:

“Buried in dust, and lost in silence, dwell; Most potent, grave, and reverend friends,

farewell.”

A new and larger building is to be erected, well needed and well deserved, and all this

curious wealth thither transferred. On leaving, Dr. Yarrow begged me to come again,

which I scarcely dared do. “If I do,” I evasively said, “it will be ‘Yarrow Revisited.’” I mention

the trite circumstance in order to remark on the quick manner in which he immediately

took the joke, this being another instance of the great familiarity with our literature that I

found constantly showing itself. On making a remark to this effect one day to an American

gentleman, he replied—

“Certainly; we consider your literature as belonging to us.”

I could not avoid the slight sarcasm, “You so 305 treat it.” If I could not avoid the sarcasm,

neither could he avoid the laugh.
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As I was only fifteen miles from Mount Vernon, where Washington happily lived, and

too painfully died, it was not likely that I should content myself with merely seeing his

huge monument at the capital, and I therefore decided on making an excursion to that so

revered a spot by all Americans, a reverence which even they whose vanquisher he was

cannot and do not desire to withhold. As to the monument itself, it is in the same form as

that at Bunker's Hill; it is a mere obelisk, and it is in one respect quite incongruous with the

character of the great man whose name it bears, in that it aspires to be the most prominent

and notorious of its class, though, according to all authorities, it has not even now reached

the proportions that were first intended. For it was intended to be of the height of 600 feet;

to be, says Roose, “the highest structure ever reared by man excepting—the Tower of

Babel;” a somewhat mythical exception. When it had reached 174 feet, however, a certain

“confusion” did arise; not of tongues, however, but of funds—which gave out. But even

now, completed at an altitude of 555 feet, it may still claim to be the highest structure in

existence. I cannot say that the spot it stands on seemed to me to have been well chosen,

but, as Washington himself is stated to have made the choice, it may be idiomatically said

that “no choice was left.” So many ugly designs for monuments have been inflicted on

the X 306 world, that perhaps it was best to confine the artist to that of an obelisk. But it

has not gained in grandeur by being so enormously lofty, and another forty-five feet, as at

first contemplated, would only have increased the defect of its having been overdone. No

structure can gain, but must suffer, by being forced beyond what its symmetry will bear,

just as small buildings, constructed on a type that belongs to large ones only, very much

offend the eye.

It was on a very fine morning, but with a very piercing wind, that I left by the boat at

ten o'clock to steam along the Potomac. The passage down the river ought to be very

pleasing, but the month of December is not the month in which land and water appear to

the best advantage, and those of us who were on board all preferred the landscape of an

ugly stove. We came to the landing-place at about twelve o'clock on the Virginia side of

the Potomac, and walked up the prettily wooded rising ground that lies between the river
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and the house, and, before reaching the latter, the tomb of Washington himself is passed.

The vault, as it is called, but rather the mausoleum, though quite a modest one, is exposed

to view through an open grating, and the sarcophagus is plainly visible. That of his wife is

by its side. A further easy ascent brings you to the house, which fronts the river—a worthy

old building, with a fine long verandah in front, and dependences built off in a curve. The

hall and the rooms are all quite characteristic, and bespeak the quiet, old-fashioned 307

country gentleman. Upstairs is his modest bedroom and the bed on which he died, but no

one is allowed inside. In the hall and house there are more busts than one of the great

man; all, of course, of different aspects, but of which I should choose the one under-a

glass case in the corner. This one, indeed, best coincides with the face in the large oil

painting, by Miss Peale, representing “Washington before York-town,” and particularly

with the portrait by Gilbert Stewart. In summer the whole scene must be charming, and is

entirely one of quiet and repose. He need not have died so soon—at the comparatively

early age of sixty-seven. But the history of his great imprudence in sitting in wet clothes,

and of his recourse, at first by his own directions, to the terrible lancet, blindly intended for

relief, amply explains all the sufferings that have been almost too faithfully recorded. While

walking and loitering about, the reflection came upon me, “And after all, this man owned

slaves, and emancipation formed no part of his life's office!” I mention the fact simply

and purely as somewhat of a psychological curiosity; yet it is said that he often privately

discussed the subject, though without result.

The day was very cold, and we all enjoyed the kitchen fire, which had so often, in years

gone by, blazed for hospitality's sake. The whole property, extending over some six acres,

is now that of the nation, under the auspices of the “Ladies' Mount Vernon Association,”

and various rooms are under 308

the protection of various States and bear their names. We spent about two hours about

the house, garden, and grounds, and as we passed down by the tomb on our way to the
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steamer, one or two of the Americans took off their hats and stood before it, one of whom

happened to be in conversation with me at the time.

“You will not expect me to do that,” I said, “if only because the wind is so piercingly cold.”

“Pray do not,” he said; “some of us have not done so, as you see. Nevertheless, next to

Americans, I believe you in England best appreciate the character of Washington.”

“Enough has been said of him there,” I replied, “to prove it; and, more than that, we may

remember it was England that made him. You owe him to us, for had we not nc~t behaved

so badly to you, that quiet house above would not have held a man of greater fame than

would have corresponded with its own modest character. As it was, injustice drew him

forth, as it drew all of you forth and gave you a cornerstone whereon to construct your

nation. You ought to thank England, though perhaps somewhat ironically, for her conduct.”

He thought there was a good deal of truth in that. And indeed there is, for if, to-day,

such acts were attempted against ourselves, all the old women would join the outcry of

rebellion, even with Bibles in their hands. There is no denying the truth. The blind, unjust,

and wretched misconduct of the mother-country towards her colony tore the precious

jewel 309 from her crown, and humbled her before the world by that amazing spirit of

independence which was inherited from the parent's self, and threw her into the arms

of a hostile nation, moved far more by hatred of the parent than by love for the child. It

is easier, however (as we must remember), to appreciate the errors of the past than not

to act erroneously at the moment. What cannot be forgiven is the looking back upon the

errors with applause.

I had a long talk with a district judge from Springfield, Illinois, upon various matters,

especially upon the question of immigration. He thought the late war had proved that the

nation was powerful enough to subdue and amalgamate all crude elements. But what

says Time? and how much work will be continually necessary to be continually leavening

the whole while still new crude elements continue to be cast in? He told me a curious
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anecdote about Lincoln and McClellan of early days, which I venture to repeat here on his

authority. The latter was president of the Illinois Central Railway Company, and Lincoln

and his partner were the company's lawyers. A very serious claim had been made on this

company for taxes, which might have amounted to millions of dollars, and their lawyers

successfully resisted it. Lincoln made a charge for these most important services of 5000

dollars, which McClellan abruptly refused to pay. The result of the interview was somewhat

violent. Lincoln was threatening to throw McClellan out of the window, when this resolute

mode 310 of being “paid in kind” (so to speak) was happily frustrated just in time. The debt

was then paid in good coin, and the two men never met again until the great civil war.

This anecdote he told me he had heard more than once from Lincoln's partner at the time.

General Grant, he said, was Lincoln's man, because they both agreed on the course to be

pursued: “to keep pegging away.”

We came back to Washington by half-past four, so that the day's excursion was a light

one, and in fine summer weather must be a delightful one. Thus I again found myself

comfortably seated at dinner, at the usual hour of half-past six, at the Arlington. I will not

say that the meat at Washington was of the best character. It had what I call the original

sin of meat: it was generally tough, and required a very powerful regeneration to make

it tender. But with what good hearty appetite people in general eat their dinners! I saw

them coming in, and “getting through,” and going out again with a contentment that I

envied. Look at that most jolly, middle-aged lady, shaped like a puncheon. Her face is

as full of benevolence as she is of dinner; you can see this as she waddles out. I always

thought that very tight-laced young lady with her was either her married daughter or her

daughter-in-law; and while I easily understood how she, the round-waisted one, had dined

so heartily, I wondered, as to the other, how her dinner had got past what I call wasp-

junction. 311 channel by the electric light, a novel and impressive picture.

Key West is an island, with a town of that name, which stands most to the west of a curve

of several islands standing off the coast of Florida, and called the Florida Keys. It is the

key of the entrance into the Gulf of Mexico between the continent and Cuba. By-and-by
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there will be a railway to Key West, for restless American enterprise has already obtained

a concession to run a line down to the Keys and from island to island to Key West. The

only question is, will it pay to make the line? Key West is an important town, and employs

800 or 1000 hands in manufacturing cigars, of which it is said to turn out 25,000,000

annually. There is something to be said on this subject. The importation of leaf tobacco

from Havana into the States costs much less than that of manufactured cigars. Therefore,

cigars made from the imported leaf by Cubans in Key West are to be bought cheaper than

those made in Havana, and ought to be as good, but really are not so.

A number of wakeful people were on the rough quay to meet the boat. Those who were

bound for the island quickly left the steamer, and the steamer quickly left the island. We

sailed out into a quiet sea for Cuba, and, after a very smooth continuation of our voyage,

came in full sight of Havana at about six o'clock on the very fine morning of Thursday, the

6th of January. The city kept growing and growing upon us, looking beautiful within its bay

in the low.

312

“No fires! this one now before us is a very type of our own. What can you mean?”

“Well, I didn't find it so; and then you are so noisy.”

“Where did you live, then?”

“In the Strand.”

“In the Strand! Then what do you say to Broadway and your elevated railways?”

“Oh! but I went into the country too.”

“Where did you go?”

“Oh! I went to see Windsor.”



Library of Congress

A fight with distances; the states, the Hawaiian Islands, Canada, British Columbia, Cuba and the Bahamas. http://www.loc.gov/resource/
lhbtn.01390

“Well, what did you think of Windsor?”

And here comes the most strange of the remarks.

“Well, I will tell you fairly. I could not but feel surprised that the Queen, although away in

Scotland, could allow so much dust to be left upon the floors.”

And that was all that was to be said of Windsor Park and Castle! It was one of the “cold

waves” of Washington. A joke is a joke, and there are many that are interchanged

between the two countries. But I should rather have expected this style of recording a

traveller's experiences from one of our old-fashioned island dames at home who are apt

to say, “Thank God, I am contented with my own parish.” In my general conversations

I have found Americans, I may fairly say, charmed with their visits to England. And the

interchange of these visits between the two nations cannot grow too frequent. Not only is

good-will engendered, and old sores belonging to old times obliterated, but, in some 313

sense, the wild and daring mind of the American is mollified, and the inherent prejudice

of the Englishmen is enlarged. “At the same time,” some one may say, “I hope we shall

never forget our nationality.” “At the same time,” may say another, “I hope we shall always

remember that we are relations.” Surely England can never cease to be proud of America,

and no true Americans would ever fail to assert their English birthright, to which they owe

so much.

The swoop of a cold north-easter against my window, as I am writing this, makes me

think of the wind of Washington; but then, there is no blue sky to follow, although I am at

Hastings while I am writing. So I will presently be off to Florida and eat oranges.

I paid a second visit to the Bureau of Engraving and Printing, so much was I interested in

all I had seen there, and there was something intrinsically pleasant in seeing it all carried

on by the female hand divine. Mr. Carter introduced me also to the Patent Office, and, in

particular, to the National Museum, and the Smithsonian Institution annexed to it. These
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two, with all their wealth of contents, occupy a building which covers an area of two acres

and a half, all being on the ground floor, and contain enough to occupy many hours. Far

from the least interesting of my visits at Washington was made to the establishment of the

Evening Star , whereof Mr. Kaufmann is the proprietor. It is worked by “Hoe's Machine,”

and to my somewhat unmechanical eye the 314 compound, yet simple movement was

almost fascinating. The remarkably large proportion of local subscribers who support the

paper are a matter of just pride to Mr. Kaufmann. I am not sure that he does not stand at

the top of the tree in this respect.

But there is one other visit that I made, or rather meeting that I was invited to attend, which

I must not forget, as it is illustrative of the religious liberty or toleration—some might say

confusion; I say nothing—that exists in the States. I was invited, one Sunday evening, to

“come and hear” a sermon at the church in L Street, by a Rev. Mr. Savage, of Boston,

upon Spirit and Immortality. The sermon lasted one hour and a quarter, and towards the

close embraced the subject of what is especially called “Spiritualism,” towards which the

preacher certainly made me understand he was inclined. But the chief point that struck

me was that Mr. Savage, being Unitarian or Deist, was preaching his sermon in a pulpit

behind which was written on the wall in very large letters one of the strongest of the New

Testament texts, affirming the “Incarnation of Christ the Saviour.”

A final walk along the great Pennsylvanian Avenue, which is the main street of the city,

and leads direct rom the White House to the Capitol, closed my visit to Washington. On

this last occasion, I paid a second visit to the Library. My attention was then pointedly

called to the colossal statue of Washington himself, sitting on a curule chair, opposite 315

the east central portico. On the back of this is inscribed “Simulacrum istud ad magnum

Libertatis exemplum, nec sine ipsâ duraturum;” with this translation:

“This statue cast in Freedom's stately form, And by her e'er upheld.”

I thought I could offer a better, in the shape of the following:—
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This statue Liberty's great form portrays, Nor without her survives to future days.

This small farewell legacy, therefore, I left to the Capital City on my last return to the

Arlington along the chiefest of its “magnificent distances.”

CHAPTER XIII. FLORIDA.

When I decided to go to Florida, I had to decide what hotel to go to; and while in this trying

state of mind I suddenly found lying on the writing-table of the Arlington an illustrated

advertisement of the Glenada Hotel, at Jacksonville, to which city, of course, I was first

bound. The house looked very pretty among some trees, and that almost decided me

without further ado; but below I presently read what decided me quite. It was the only

house where “late dinners” were given. Of early dinners, prevalent almost everywhere

in the States, while travelling or at home, I have a horror, and nothing less. Therefore, at

11:30 on the morning of Tuesday, the 28th of December, I left for my 845 miles' journey to

the Glenada, at Jacksonville, not overlooking the curious construction of the name. In one

of Dickens's sketches he has invented Billsmithi. Why not say Jacksontown at once, and

have done with it? The weather was unfavourable, and the journey uninteresting during

daylight. You cannot have beauty everywhere. 317 Were it so, there would be no beauty,

which is a paradox, but true—

“An ‘unemphatic’ men that actor call Who lays an equal emphasis on all.”

I was not tempted to stop at Richmond, the capital as well as the largest city of Virginia.

Once the capital of the Confederate States, its “Ichabod” has been once written and

realized; but its future is now promising to surpass its past. It affords another example

of the surprising elasticity of all things and persons in the States, in the reconstruction of

about a thousand buildings to the value of 8,000,000 dollars, including corn and tobacco,

which were destroyed for strategical purposes during the war by the citizens themselves.

Such is war! Nor had I any special desire to witness the havoc that earthquakes had
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inflicted on Charleston, the chief commercial city of South Carolina. I had already seen

those on the west coast of South America, and there is but little satisfaction in the mere

curious survey of desolation. Nevertheless, Charleston is of itself a city worth visiting;

but the hour of arriving there, rather before five o'clock on a December morning, made

me shrink from a winter visit to its streets. We were refreshed at Savannah, the capital of

Georgia; and though Charleston bears the character of being now more prosperous than

ever—saving that temporary interruption above referred to—yet I heard that Savannah

claims to be surpassing it,—a pretension which Charleston would doubtless dispute.

318

Our journey was marked as of twenty-five hours, but one hour of the clock was added on

account of our again passing into Centre Time, and we arrived at Jacksonville at about

noon on Wednesday, the 29th of December. I was at once driven to the Glenada Hotel,

and the first impression as regards Florida that I received was that everything was sand. It

is, however, loamy sand, in which you may grow oranges, but which you must not attempt

to scour with, or to use for other corresponding household purposes.

I did not anticipate finding any striking scenery in Florida, and therefore was not

disappointed at my negative anticipations being realized, nor agreeably surprised by their

being falsified. It is very flat, and sandy and marshy, and the pine trees are quite stunted

in growth. These remarks are certainly true of all that I passed through from Jacksonville

to Tampa. Where you look for beauty you must look for orange groves, and now and

then the railway will take you through some roods of charming trees, hanging their golden

fruit on both sides as you pass. The St. John's River is the scene principally spoken of,

and for those who have never seen tropical vegetation luxuriantly crowding a stream, an

excursion on its waters may have its charms, even short of those dressed up in books,

where picturesque description strives to impart over-embellishment to the scenery. I do not

know what the waters of St. John's River are, but the accounts I received of them did not

tempt me to a steamboat excursion. For 319 its whole course lies through an extremely

level region, and its banks are low and flat; so that with my experience of tropical scenery,
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viewed under the most charming variety of country as well as of foliage, I was not tempted

to an excursion on the St. John's River, simply to see what it was. I can quite understand,

however, that visitors from the north might experience delight in realizing what is nowhere

else to be met with on their continent.

A short journey takes you to San Pablo (St. Paul) beach, the feature of which is its

extreme whiteness, contrasted with the blue of the water. The first real day's excursion

that I made, and with a companion, was to the old Spanish town of St. Augustine—the

oldest town in the States—where the ancient fortress of San Marco, and an old and ugly

cathedral and city gate, are the most striking Spanish remains. The city also shows many

signs of the same origin, the narrowness of the streets, and the projection of balconies on

the upper floors, remind one of old Spanish towns in the mother-country. In an island lying

across a piece of water, and called Anastasia Island, there is a quarry of what is called

coquina, partly of hard stone and partly of a quantity of loose broken shell, as it were,

consisting of this same stone broken up. In this state it makes a most admirable road,

to which use for certain small lengths it has been applied, and as times goes on will be

extensively so. Of the hard stone, much use has been made in dockwork, and the long sea

wall is built of it.

320

St. Augustine is evidently looked upon as likely to become a seaside resort of great

popularity. Two large American hotels are already constructed there with that anticipation.

I came down the line in company with the manager, that is to be, of the San Marco hotel,

and therefore looked out for it—an occupation not requiring much exertion, for its size is

so great that you might almost be said to have seen it before you have found it. But it is

of wood, and, I imagine, of pine wood; so that if I had seen the manager again, I should

have told him that nothing could induce me to sleep in those high-in-air top rooms. What

would become of you—or rather there is no question about it—in case of fire? Another

large hotel of somewhat strange architecture is to be called the Ponce de Leon, after

the Spanish discoverer. It may be called huge. A Mr. Flagler, the treasurer of the great
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Union Oil Company, is building it. This also is of wood, but it is stuccoed over with the

brilliant white coquina, or shell sand, which gives a beautiful facing. In the old fort there

are maintained by the Government a great number of Indians (indigenes), who just show

themselves with all their strange characteristics; but the public are not admitted. We

walked about the, in many parts, sandy town, and sat down in an open market building,

consisting of pillars and roof. This is a building which has survived its pristine uses: it was

formerly the slave market-place. “Black cattle” were sold here. What they were called, I

know not; but that is the 321 name under which they used to be designated in schedules

to English conveyances of West India property, of which documents I have had more than

one in my own hands, but many years ago.

My companion and I then drove to see a small orange grove belonging to a Mr. Genovár,

where I immediately recognized the celebrated Bahia orange of Brazil, called the navel

orange from a peculiar formation at the top. It is of a very fine quality, and, like the orange

of St. Michael's, in the Azores, has no pips. On my recognizing an old friend, the manager

immediately picked two for each of us. These oranges were much discoloured with brown.

What the cause, and what the component parts of this colour are, is a question much

disputed. It seems to me that the oranges are all the sweeter for it; but it spoils the sale,

for it offends the eye, and the “nimium ne crede colori” is an injunction disregarded in

far more important matters than mere oranges. We were very much pressed to join “a

splendid table d'hôte at St. Augustine,” but preferred to return to a comfortable dinner at

the Glenada, after our day's work was over, and we could eat at ease.

On my return I found Mr. Wienholt's card. He was at one of the great hotels—the St.

James's; and when I went to call on him, I almost fancied myself at New York again, for

the two great hotels will compare with any in that city, and the visitors are very numerous.

We walked down the town together, and found that we were in the largest city Y 322 of

Florida, and that it was on the left bank of the St. John's River; also that Bay Street is the

principal street; and my principal “find” was that the office of the Land Navigator, Cook,

was in Bay Street, where I took my ticket for Tampa, on my way to Cuba. But I did not



Library of Congress

A fight with distances; the states, the Hawaiian Islands, Canada, British Columbia, Cuba and the Bahamas. http://www.loc.gov/resource/
lhbtn.01390

intend leaving Florida without seeing a real orange grove; not only because such a sight,

as I have often elsewhere proved, is beautiful in itself, but because I was anxious to see

one in Florida. Accordingly, I had licence to stop at a station called Citra, and also at

Orlando.

On the 1st of January, 1887, I left Jacksonville by the 11:35 morning train, and arrived at

Citra shortly before four in the afternoon. The country throughout was wholly uninteresting;

flat, sandy, and marshy in many places, and the only timber was mean and stunted pine-

trees. The journey, however, was somewhat enlivened by the reappearance of my old

friends, “The Union News Company,” whose representative, as usual, kept passing to and

fro and leaving small libraries at your side, to be looked at and bought, or neither one nor

the other, as the passengers might choose. The sandy station of Citra was, of course, very

primitive, and so was the building bearing the name of hotel. It was exclusively occupied

by orange pickers and packers, some of whom slept there, and many of whom did not.

The hostess was pleasant, and did her best to make me as comfortable as she could; but

my long uninhabited bedroom was inevitably like a cellar. I 323 remember some years ago

feeling the cold bitterly at beautiful Seville, and now felt it bitterly at not beautiful Florida.

Nobody must suppose there are not frosts along all this cold ground in Florida, because

there are.

The large orange grove here, the largest in this State, belongs to a Mr. Harris, and, with

those belonging to others, is close to the station. When, therefore, I had been shown my

sepulchre, in which, however, I was to take neither my long, nor my last sleep, and indeed

scarcely any at all, I walked across to call on Mr. Harris; but the very picturesque and,

in fact, elaborate house was closed and empty. On raising the siege I had made at the

door, however, I met his groom as I was despondingly making my cold-toe departure,

who informed me Mr. Harris would be there by the morrow's train at about eleven. I did

not dine at all badly at the hotel “restrong,” considering all things, and the people were

very polite; and then a general adjournment was made to the sitting-room, and we all sat

in a semicircle round a good roaring wood fire. I was the only person there who was not
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an “Orange man,” and these were by no means communicative; the dullest group I ever

met, with only a heavy attempt at a heavy jest at very long intervals among themselves.

Gradually they disappeared, and when I was alone I went to bed. So passed my evening

there.

There had been again a frost at night, as I found when I waked—not a Canadian, but

a Florida frost; 324 but at eleven the sun and Mr. Harris appeared at the station. He

immediately welcomed me, and took me over to his house, where (being himself occupied

in his business) he put me on horseback under the guidance of one of his managers,

and we went our way. The grove occupies about 180 acres, and we had a good long ride

all round and through it. The picking season had considerably advanced, of course, but

there was still sufficient of the “golden apple” to have commanded the guardianship of the

Hesperides. There were some strange old trees among the multitude, and here and there

were some very old, tall magnolias, in the high tops of which large flocks of birds, of dark

plumage, were disporting. These reminded me of birds very similar in appearance which

are terrible destroyers of oranges in Brazil. They push their long beaks into the fruit to suck

the juice, and thus destroy the orange, and, like hares in a turnip-field, attack a fresh one

every time. My guide, however, told me that there were no such depredations here. There

were oranges of all kinds of sizes and appearances, and he here and there picked me

one of the best, though it is not usual for visitors to expect this courtesy. But there were

no Hesperides at hand, and he did not pretend to be one of them, nor indeed a Hercules.

I could not but observe, here and there, trees that looked pinched by the, weather, and

I asked him whether frosts were not often inconveniently frequent and severe. He at

once gave me to understand that this was the case, and that it 325 required a good solid

capitalist in those districts to bear up against their infliction. He told me that the growers

had invented a method of putting a sort of great coat on the plantations in certain cases, in

order to protect the trees. On my asking him what that meant, he explained the process by

saying that they made certain bricks, composed of resin and other such substances (I did

not get the list of them), which caused a very thick smoke on burning. That these bricks,
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as occasion required, were placed in different parts of the grove and set alight, and that

the smoke hung round the trees in a density which prevented the intrusion of the frosty

outer air. In these cases, it is, of course, the choicest trees that are chiefly looked to. This

process is not less an ingenious one than it is an admission of frosts, and their prejudicial

consequences. After many windings to and fro, during which he was somewhat amused

at my resolve to hang about the most golden spots, we went to the packing-house, where

much business was going on, and where I was much amused by a very simple economical

plan adopted in the packing, for securing uniformity of size in each box. A row of these, for

example, is placed on the ground, and over them is hung a slanting canvass trough, and in

this trough there are cut a corresponding row of holes, the first being the smallest, and the

last the largest. The oranges are then rapidly rolled down this trough, when the smallest

are precipitated offhand into their box; the next in size survive a little longer, and so 326

on, till the largest fall at the octogenarian large hole at the end of all.

On my return to the house, Mr. Harris showed me over the whole building. He was alone,

his wife and family being expected by-and-by; the house being for the most part new, and

now about to be inhabited. It is built entirely of wood, ornamented with all the beautiful

woods (and indeed they are many) which America produces. Art has done its best to

show them at their best; the impression left on one is almost that of having seen a picture-

gallery. Certainly orange-farming must have been successful here. In the afternoon I

took the train to Orlando. It was just one hour and a half late. The fact is that everything

in Florida is as yet more or less in its rudiments. If matters in general take a propitious

course, there will be the same rapid development here as has been shown elsewhere. I

should mention that the ground best adapted for oranges is that where what they call the

wild sour orange is found.

At Orlando, I found the Arcade Hotel, a very good wooden building, outside the town, with

growths of oranges and lemons scattered round. On walking into the town itself, I was

once more struck with the “push” of the American. A large new brick hotel was already in

course of construction; a town growing; a tram being laid down; and, in almost grim ironical
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propinquity, one or two shops with specimens of dead alligators in the window, and live

ones in 327 the yard. Both stuffed and living were small—dark, flat reptiles. As they are

called alligators, I suppose they must belong to the lizard tribe, that ridiculous corrupt word

of ours—about as good as “invoice,” “cordwainer,” and “causeway,” etc.—being jumbled

out of “lagarto.” I have seen exactly the same brute in Brazil, and had also expected to see

here what abounds there, and what is called by the tribes the jacaré—an amphibious brute

of great unwieldy size, but timid, unless rendered desperate. It does not, however, appear

that Florida waters are infested with these.

There was not much to note about Orlando, except that, of course, as you get more

southward, oranges do not so much fear frosts. I must confess that if I were disposed to

enter on that certainly hazardous cultivation—though it has its prizes—I should not feel

inclined to enter into competition with Mr. Harris in the neighbourhood of his “location,” but

would rather come southward. During the evening at the Arcade Hotel, it was amusing to

me to hear a group of several dwellers in the country discussing, and contradicting one

another about orange-cultivation in Florida. Some were doing well; some very poorly;

many had been downright ruined.

“It's the best business going.”

“Is it? There isn't a worse.”

“Give me a good chance, and I'd make a fortune in no time; I'd soon turn a thousand

dollars into ten thousand.”

328

“A thousand dollars! Who's going to begin orange-planting with a thousand dollars?”

In this last defiant proposition and in the retort a good deal of truth about oranges may

be gathered. If “Young Hopeful” is to come bowling out to Florida, as a sort of Paradise,

borrow capital at high interest, buy a grove, and expect to “get on,” he is tolerably sure to
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hate the name of orange ever afterwards, and, if he stays, not to have even one to eat.

From what I heard—and among the number talking was a travelling commercial man from

Savannah, who seemed to know tolerably well whom he would like to deal with, and whom

not—I am afraid some few of the above-named class have given oranges in Florida a very

sour name as well as flavour. “O fortunatos agricolas!” might be sung out there with very

wry faces. And yet the country has proved itself to be an orange country. Connected with

this subject, but on board from Tampa to Havana, where my commercial agent also was,

we fell into conversation with two passengers, one old or elderly, and the other young.

The elderly frankly told us, in the presence of the young, that he had put him in the way of

getting wealth; “for,” said he, “I have just sold him, in the neighbourhood of Tampa, and not

in your frosty north, a well-stocked orange grove at a moderate sum.” He said that about

ten or twelve years ago he had bought his ground, I believe with orange-trees upon it, for

2600 dollars, and, being now sufficiently provided for himself, he 329 wished to give up

business, and had let his purchaser have the property for 35,000 dollars. “My books show

the price to be cheap; and orange-growing is the best business going with money and

knowlege, and this young man has both;” which “this young man” did not gainsay. Now,

all this might be good and true, and the young man may live to rejoice in his purchase.

If he has not paid all his capital away, especially if he has not left the price on mortgage

at heavy interest, and especially, again, if he is not going to set foot in an orange grove

for the first time in his life, Florida may prove to him Fructifera. There is no reason why

it should not do so, with fair conditions. But there is a great difference between coming

with experienced hands and falling into them. The business should be always looked upon

by beginners as of the risky kind. I asked my commercial companion how he thought it

sounded. “I don't know the parties,” he replied.

We went on to Tampa together, nothing on our way calling for particular observation,

except a very large hotel built at a place called Kissimme, and which, we were informed,

was doing an increasing business every year. To our left as we came along, and on the

south-east portion of the delta, I observed some hills covered with pines, and, on asking
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what sort of climate was to be found there, was informed that those parts were inhabited

by about fifteen hundred of what are called Seminola Indians. Sandy Tampa owns a very

pretty bay, which, however, we 330 had no chance of seeing. The town is young, but the

adjoining lands seem well adapted for growing oranges, of which there are many groves

in the neighbourhood. It is far from improbable that Tampa will take a leading position

among places of resort in Florida; and it is quite evident that a certain competition is

growing between Florida and South California. But the States are so vast that each will

draw its nearest seekers of repose. There is a large manufactory of cigars in Tampa, and

plenty of shooting and fishing around. We arrived in the afternoon, and my companion

employed himself in making “commercial inquiries,” while I merely wandered up and down

the sandy streets, and, among other advertisements, noted one on a tobacconist's shop in

the striking phrase of—“Chew climax.”

We put up at the Plant House, where we dined and supped, and thought we were going to

sleep there also, for the post train for the boat, which ought to have arrived at 9.30, did not

run in till midnight. We went off in a lighter on a beautiful moonlight night, and now in really

soft climate, and in the steamer Mascotte , 580 tons (Captain McKean), left our anchorage

for Key West and Cuba at one o'clock in the morning. Throughout Wednesday, the 5th of

January, we experienced pleasant weather, and, though the wind turned a little fresh, the

sun began to remind us that we were approaching the Tropic of Cancer. At eleven o'clock

at night we came to Key West, being guided up the curving 331 channel by the electric

light, a novel and impressive picture.

Key West is an island, with a town of that name, which stands most to the west of a curve

of several islands standing off the coast of Florida, and called the Florida Keys. It is the

key of the entrance into the Gulf of Mexico between the continent and Cuba. By-and-by

there will be a railway to Key West, for restless American enterprise has already obtained

a concession to run a line down to the Keys and from island to island to Key West. The

only question is, will it pay to make the line? Key West is an important town, and employs

800 or 1000 hands in manufacturing cigars, of which it is said to turn out 25,000,000
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annually. There is something to be said on this subject. The importation of leaf tobacco

from Havana into the States costs much less than that of manufactured cigars. Therefore,

cigars made from the imported leaf by Cubans in Key West are to be bought cheaper than

those made in Havana, and ought to be as good, but really are not so.

A number of wakeful people were on the rough quay to meet the boat. Those who were

bound for the island quickly left the steamer, and the steamer quickly left the island. We

sailed out into a quiet sea for Cuba, and, after a very smooth continuation of our voyage,

came in full sight of Havana at about six o'clock on the very fine morning of Thursday, the

6th of January. The city kept growing and growing upon us, looking beautiful within its bay

in the low 332 morning sun. It appeared perfectly white across the blue water, taking the

appearance of a large high mass of white crockery, to which effect the dark volume of the

Castillo del Morro to the left considerably contributed. I had twice landed at Havana before,

but the approach to it on this occasion presented an entirely novel effect. On landing, I

made my way to the Telégrafo Hotel, where I found Mr. Ruthven, the well-known agent

of the Royal Mail Steam-Packet Company, expecting me, and placed myself under his

guidance and protection.

CHAPTER XIV. CUBA.

Let any one who wishes to be electrified by a violent change of life sail, for these few

hours only, across from restless America to otiose Havana. Well, we will not enlarge.

The island of Cuba, with its broad growth of sugar and tobacco, with an area of some

37,500 square miles, and bearing its title of Queen of the Antilles, or West Indies, did not

possess any intrinsic attractions which would have induced me to make any prolonged

stay within its shores. Two objects had brought me there; one was to secure a good

supply of real cigars, and the other was to make it a starting-point for visiting some of the

other islands. The first I succeeded in accomplishing by the aid of my friend Mr. Ruthven,

who introduced me to the manager of the house of Alejandro Valle, Virtudes 96, whose

boxes are marked “A. Murias y C a .” The second object I did not find so readily within my
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reach, in consequence of the very awkward movement of the boats in connection with my

ultimate plans. I therefore had to abandon that intention, and to 334 content myself with

visiting various parts of the island before leaving for the Bahamas and New York. All this,

indeed, I might have compassed in a much less time than it actually cost me, had it not

been for that contradictory information and confusion of arrangements which seem to be

inevitable the moment one has to attempt to make plans in the Spanish language.

My first start was a bull-fight on the first Sunday; let the confession be at once frankly

made. There were two American gentlemen at the hotel, who were desirous of witnessing

one for the first time in their lives. My own motive was not so fresh as theirs, for I had

already twice witnessed bull-fights in Madrid. But there was something new in going

with them, as also there was something new in seeing a bull-fight in a new place. So

together we went, and took the best places in order to give the exhibition and ourselves

the best chance. On each of the above occasions I have referred to I saw five bulls

killed, not waiting for the sixth—the usual number slain—and only one bull out of the lot

was artistically killed; that is to say, the sword was driven straight into the heart, and the

animal, turning round two or three times upon the spot, fell down dead without the slightest

appearance of blood. Curiously enough, exactly the same result took place at Havana.

The first and second were very unartistically slain, and I could not but secretly respect my

two companions, who declared they would see no more and resolved to go, I confess I

was quite inclined to go with 335 them, but our guide was so distressed at this break-up of

the day's delights, that, having poured forth his prayers to deaf ears in them, he succeeded

in over-persuading me, a more hardened spectator. Mazzantini, of renown, was the sole

matador, whom I had never seen before, and I rather wanted to see him out. Two scenes

did afterwards occur which induced me, one after the other, to attend the deaths of the

five, as I had done at Madrid. One was the masterly death-stab of one bull; and when

this climax does so take place, sympathy with the animal is dulled, for you know that the

bull, when fighting, tossing, and rushing, is in his fullest enjoyment. I hate a bull. But the

horses? Well, not an honest word of defence can be said. That part of the case is pure
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barbarity, save that they are already almost too worn out to live much longer. The other

exciting scene appealed to something of savagery in one's own breast. A later bull on the

scene overthrew the picador and his horse, and as nearly as possible slaughtered the

sprawling man. You must go to a bull-fight if you wish to understand the wild excitement

that an exhibition of this sort fires up in an instant. The voluminous shriek of the whole

thrilled audience; the rush of the capeadores to catch the only half-minute left for buffeting

and distracting the frantic beast before the prostrate man is a gored corpse under your

very eyes; the wild, ringing cheer in response to successful art and courage; a hideous

spectacle prevented and a life saved;—this combination and 336 conspiracy of sound,

sight, and emotion are of the hideous fascinations that belong peculiarly to the bull-fight.

In the present case, the sequel to this momentary shock was, moreover, something quite

out of the common. I had already noticed a difference in the fights as compared with those

in Madrid; for, while there the matador holds himself quite apart and quiet until his own

hazardous turn comes to stand out alone, and provoke his antagonist with the red flag

before he gives the fatal thrust, here the matador more than once joined the throng. So

when this last-related scene occurred Mazzantini was at hand, and when the picador was

safe, what did Mazzantini? He took the bull by the tail, pulled it tight up to the animal's

side, stuck close to him as he kept several times turning round and round, endeavouring to

gore him, and finally, taking the cap off his own head, placed it upon the bull's. The animal

was completely dazed. Thus the scale of satisfaction, passing into actual merriment, after

trembling for a moment in the balance, eventually entirely outweighed the opposite one

of horror. When I met my friends at the hotel they told me they had seen quite enough,

though they could not regret having gone there. And I ought, now, to have far more reason

than they for saying the same thing.

In Havana, one thing is certain—you can luxuriate in the climate; it is soft, and yet, from

the propinquity of the sea, it is fresh. I am now speaking of the month of January. The

average winter heat is given 337 as 85° Fahrenheit, which I dare say fairly represents

the case; but I should not feel so sure as to 87°, which is given as that for summer. That
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the winter is soft and genial there can be no doubt. Now and then we had a storm, but

generally clear sky; and one of my personal experiences must forbid me for ever from

otherwise painting Havana in January. For I have a note in my journal that, having been

waked very early on the morning of the 18th by a huge Cuban rain, I got up and walked

out in usual shower-bath costume and rolled about under the downfall and in the water

that was accumulating on the open tile-flats just outside my door. A refreshing after-

sleep kept me in pleasing unconsciousness till the waking rap came with the usual very

good Cuban coffee and the two prepared oranges on forks, ready to be gnawed. It is a

very lazy life unless you have some special object on hand, and there are many trifling

modes of spending small sums of money, especially if you take American gold with you,

which you can change into Cuban paper—only Havana paperm—at an even ludicrous

profit. But such dirty profit! the moment you have got it you want to get rid of it. There is

no such renewal of notes here as there is at Washington. The price for almost everything

is made in it, but not hotel bills; and, though you may buy the general cigars at stalls in

paper, yet with Sr. Murias you must pay in gold. I very cheerfully did this, when my friend

Mr. Wienholt having again appeared, with New Z 338 Orleans in view, we went with Mr.

Ruthven to arrange such a shipment together as the English customs require; not less

than 8000.

The buying of cigars does not involve any very intricate description, but there was one

feature in the fragrant establishment that excited the observation of us both. We heard

a rather monotonous voice reading aloud, and on looking into an apartment whence the

sounds oozed we beheld something very like a congregation surrounding a preacher in

a pulpit. But the congregation were all cigar-makers, and the preacher was reading the

news of this world, and not of the next. The plan was surely excellent. Not only were the

workers beguiled at their labours, though the tones were not harmonious, but in their off-

hours they had no inducement to loiter about, reading newspapers, for they had already

heard of everything. Of course the reading extended far beyond those columns, and other

interesting compositions followed. To the mere visitor the watching of the cigar-making
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was the more attractive; the voice was rather objectionable than otherwise, though nothing

to be compared in that respect to the atrocious “pianos” on wheels that are still allowed, to

the disgrace of our authorities, to intrude their clashing and clanging from one irritating out-

of-tune “tune” to another in the tortured streets of London.

There is a small excursion to be made at Havana, up the river Almondares to a rustic

hotel. It involves a long dusty road in a carriage or by 339 a sort of railway, and then

you get a pleasant row upon the river. Any one who would like a rustic light or two, in a

beautiful fresh air, and with perfect liberty and repose, might make this small journey and

sojourn as I made it; but I was told that at certain seasons it is crowded. One other still

smaller movement Mr. Wienholt and I made which afforded both of us a new instance of

the childish exaggeration these people, with their so many rolling superlatives, indulge in.

We went to see the “Jardin de Delicias;” “cosa magnifica.” There was first a ferry-boat,

and then a rough drive to get to it. When we got there and the driver stopped, we cried

out, “Go on; what are you stopping for?” “This is the place, caballeros!” Well, it was really

worth seeing as an anti-magnifica. We twisted round a few narrow garden walks, amidst

a crowd of the most ingeniously hideous shell ornaments of every childish shape and

size. It is worth mentioning as a warning to others against indulging in such pernicious

“delicias.” The gardener steadfastly refused to take anything for showing it all, and very

conscientious he was in doing so.

Having resolved to go to Matanzas, in order to see the valley of Yumúri and the stalactite

caves of Billarmar, I took the 2.30 train one afternoon, and arrived soon after six in the

evening at the Hotel Louvre. The country I passed through was by no means striking. The

beauties of Cuba lie in the south-east of the island. The accommodation at 340 the hotel

was fair enough, but outside Havana you must expect everything very loose and poor in

the way of living throughout. At night there was military music by moonlight on the Plaza,

and in the morning came my volante to take me to Yumúri. The volante is a curious but

comfortable carriage. It goes on two wheels and suspension springs; one horse is in the

shafts, and the other is tied on outside them, a postilion riding the former. It puts you in
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mind of stories of Old Spain. When we came to the eminence, where a church stands, and

whence we were to see the valley, behold it was filled with mist; but by-and-by this cleared

away, and the scene below opened. I cannot say there was any one striking feature in the

whole length and breadth of it, though it was something to look at. But there is one peculiar

interest attaching to it. It is supposed to have been once the bed of a vast lake, and that

the banks gave way towards, the sea, broken open by some great convulsion, whereby

the whole body of water was poured out. The configuration of the high grounds round

about are very suggestive of the correctness of this theory, and more I cannot have to say

on such a subject. The eminence on which the Votive church is built is called Monserrat,

and the building was interesting to me from its connection with that marvellous mass of

rocks bearing that name near Barcelona, which I visited some few years ago, and of which

there was a curious old drawing on the wall. There are some votive tablets and one or 341

two blackwood virgins, but a general look and feel of coldness and desolation throughout.

The church is connected with a charitable institution.

Hence we jerked and jumbled over a hugely rocky road, dancing up and down on our

volante springs to the caves, of which there are two, the old and the new. The entrance is

the same, and the divergence is within. They are not large, and of course they are badly

lighted. Their chief characteristic is the singularly crowded filigree or threadlike ornament

that hangs upon the stalactites. Many who had not seen that class of cave before might be

greatly pleased with the inspection. I don't know that the two are worth visiting, one after

the other; the second one has nothing special to show, except what is called (as absurd

names must be given) the Virgin's Robe. The price for admission is two paper dollars for

each person to each cave, and those who go to see the Virgin's Robe, at the very farthest

end, must decide for themselves whether the double cost and journey have been worth

while.

Returning to the hotel for breakfast, I took the train in another direction home, of which I

have only to say that it brought me back in good time. Had it been in my plans to sail direct

from Jamaica to England, I might have managed, as far as I could unravel the curiously
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contradictory pieces of information that lent daily variety to my inquiries, to visit that island,

where in former years I had merely touched, without being kept there for too long a 342

period. But as I had my own plans for seeing Nassau in the Bahamas, and revisiting New

York before crossing the Atlantic, my only course was to get down to Santiago de Cuba,

and there take the American boat that trades from New York as far as Cienfuegos, on the

south coast of Cuba; for the steamers that leave Havana direct for New York do not touch

at Nassau. Both lines are of the Ward Company.

Accordingly, having wandered enough, and perhaps too much, round the picturesque

streets of Havana, with their blue sky above and their delicately tinted pillars and

arcades below, and all looking careless; not forgetting, moreover, the frightful jar of their

“carretónes,” or large carts, which happily did not so annoy me at the hotel, where they did

not pass, as at Mr. Ruthven's office, where they did nothing but pass, I took my ticket to

sail from Batabanó, along the south coast to Santiago de Cuba; and I also took a separate

ticket by railway to get down to Batabanó from Havana. On Sunday morning, at six o'clock,

I left Havana for the south coast, and travelled through an uninteresting belt, finding the

steamer where I expected it; and on this steamer we passed along without any particular

incident or any particular object to engage our attention till we came to Cienfuegos. Here

the steamer put in for loading and unloading, and we spent the night. The hotel was clean

and the fare good, as were the fruits, but all bespoke a want of money. I had my bath, and

with very good water, 343 in a chicken-house; and even so, the chickens had been put

there only because there was no proper place for them. Their place, however, upon the

table was not so very bad, for they were far more tender than some I have suffered from

under more pretentious roofs. Such is life outside Havana.

It was here I found the American boat that was to take me to Nassau, and discovered, too

late, that my better plan would have been to take my Batabanó boat ticket to Cienfuegos

only; especially as I found that I had to pay as much from Santiago de Cuba to Nassau as

I should have paid from Cienfuegos. But, bless your heart! what do they know about all

this at Havana? The change (I say again) is really enchanting to come out of the States
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slap-bang into Havana. What information is not ready for you there, and what information

can you possibly obtain here?

The entrance to Cienfuegos is remarkably pretty; it is long and winding, and thenceforth

you begin to see the mountainous districts of Cuba, and the coast grows attractive. Our

weather being calm and fine, except at one particular portion of our course, where those

malignant sea-monsters, counter currents, set in because of the propinquity of Jamaica,

we took our meals out-of-doors on deck, so that we saw all at all hours. But the chief sight

to be seen was the entrance to the harbour of Santiago, and the whole scene ensuing as

we sailed up towards that city. I therefore prayed the gods that we should not 344 enter

by night, and made up my mind that my supplications would be heard. And so they were,

but in much the usual style. We did not enter at night; but then we entered at very early

morning indeed; so early that it was yet quite dark. When I waked we were at anchor.

When we went out by daylight, I thanked not the gods for what I saw, because it only

served to show me what I had lost by arriving in the dark. They had chaffed me.

We landed at a very good spacious quay, and we saw a good row of business-houses

along the water, one of which was the office of the English Consul, Mr. Ramsden, on

whom I at once left a letter of introduction which I had brought with me. So far so good,

but I think, nay, I am sure, that when the porters took my luggage, and were to show me

the way to the hotel, never had I before been shown so awful a road —that elastic word

—up which to go for a place of repose. Here was poverty truly exhibited, but with civility.

My bedroom was on the ground floor; what my dinner would have been I know not, for

the Consul came, like a guardian angel, and took me for a drive, and afterwards out to

his most charming residence, where I enjoyed the most pleasant hospitality and a lovely

moonlight over trees and waters. He very kindly sent me home, and then I found out what

my bed was. Years ago, at Greenwich Fair, “when I was young,” they used to have a little

instrument called “the torment of the fair.” It was run down your back, giving the exact

sound of your 345 coat having been torn from top to bottom. On my very first turn in bed

I heard this precise sound, though in more portentous tones. What's that? Alas! there
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was no deception; the sacking underneath was simply rotten, and was rent in twain for a

long space, the vacuum of which was but too perceptible. Very little lay below me—for in

hot weather, even if you can furnish them, featherbeds are not wanted—so that I lay in

momentary anticipation of going through. And had a joking American been there, he might

ironically have asked me, “Are you through?” There was only one remedy—to lie as still as

death; and how I got through without getting through I know not. When the morning came,

I was an early riser; the porters were there again, and on my expostulating about the sum

they asked, their reply was, “Look at the road.” Such, I say again, is Cuba outside Havana.

Our steamer was delayed by much cargo, but we sailed at a good hour, and moved quietly

down the beautiful double-mountained bay. But it is towards the entrance and at the

entrance itself that the special beauties appear. You know not how you are to get out;

and when at last you see your gigantic gateway between the noble rocks, the whistle is

sternly put on in order to warn any incoming vessel that might by chance be outside, for

there is not room for both to pass. To enter by that great ocean gate, to wind through the

watery labyrinth, and finally to burst into the open bay with Santiago glittering among 346

surrounding hills in the distance, must be a sight worth coming to see. And yet the whole

picture is not very large.

Two days brought us to Nassau, where I landed and found my way to the great American

hotel, the Victoria, with all its floors surrounded with wooden arcades. Here again is

another example of one of the lesser islands of the group—in this case almost the least—

being chosen as the seat of Government and the place of call, because of its offering the

best port. In order to reach New Providence, of which Nassau is the capital, the course of

the steamers is to pass up to the right of Cat and Eleuthera Islands, and then turn in south-

west by the north point of the latter, and so run in to Nassau, which, so to speak, lies hid

between Eleuthera and Andros Isle. Bahama Island itself, which gives the name to the

group, lies to the north of all, the two Abacos included.
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I was possessed of a curious desire to see the Bahamas independently of a disinclination

to pass them by on my road without seeing them. Many years ago, again “when I

was young,” there lived in Gatton Park, at a spot called “Q in the Corner,” Sir James

Carmichael Smythe, with whom my father and mother were very intimate, and my chief

recollection of whom is that Sir James drove a pair of horses with only one trace each,

and that Lady Smythe, when they went away, left her piping bullfinch to my mother. They

went away because Sir James was suddenly 347 appointed to be the Governor of the

Bahamas, and I wondered at that time where those islands were, and almost what the

news meant. Thus it was quite impossible for me to pass them by. Otherwise I did not

anticipate much attraction there, and had intended spending only a few days and returning

to New York, which I was desirous of visiting again before I crossed the Atlantic. My stay,

however, proved far longer and far more monotonous than I had anticipated, for at the

moment of settling a passage to Jacksonville, and so onward by land, I was seized with a

very large carbuncle, which confined me to my bed and the house for five weeks; and I will

make no farther mention of this infliction than to record the very close and kind attention I

received at the hands of the resident physician, Dr. McClure.

I found Sir James Smythe's name very honourably mentioned in the calendar of

governors, and I paid a very pleasant visit to the then governor. The climate is soft and

bright, qualities which I had much cause to appreciate during my convalescence, so soon

as I was able to avail myself of offers to be a companion in drives to the seaside. New

Providence offers no fine views, and, the formation being coral, the roads are very dusty

and very white, which makes them extremely tiring to the eyes. The great hotel is the

resort of many American families, who come during the winter season either to escape

the rough weather of the States, or for a period of repose after the habitual wear and tear

that seem to attend all 348 business matters in that vast country. A host of carriages are

always waiting for hire, and a host of men and women are always there to offer green

cocoa-nuts full of milk, or pine apples, both of which greatly abound; or curious growths of
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coral. Whoever goes to Nassau must understand that he goes there for repose. Life and

variety of any moment do not exist. And, altogether, I shall remember my visit to Nassau.

On the 21st of March, having obtained professional licence, I left the coral shores and

sparkling white roads of Nassau, New Providence, for New York again, and unfortunately

in the same rolling boat that had brought me thither from Santiago de Cuba. I found some

pleasant companions on board, whose names I have preserved; and we rolled into the

vast, well-known harbour on the day appointed, the 25th. The only feature of our voyage

that struck me was the effect of the Gulf Stream. It was not my first acquaintance with it,

but I met it this time under special conditions, one of which was that we were getting into

raw weather, and the other that I was naturally rather sensitive. But the difference at about

noon on the 23rd was something remarkable enough to make me for a moment suppose

that some sudden change had taken place in my own sensations alone. As this state of

things continued, I mentioned it to some of the passengers, who replied, “Why, of course;

we are in the Gulf Stream. This is your first time out here.” The captain then gave me a

small paper chart of our sailing, according to that excellent 349 American plan of always

having physical notice of where you are going, both by land and water. According to that

chart, we entered the Stream at about 32° north, and, sailing almost directly north, took

it diagonally, across a portion where it had begun to widen, from gradually running more

slowly. We enjoyed this balm up to about 35°, off Cape Hatteras, where the going out may

fairly be said to have proved as unpleasant as the coming in had been delightful.

So we were at New York, and I immediately made my way to the Fifth Avenue Hotel again.

I had already written to announce my much earlier coming, which I was afterwards obliged

to recall, and to write again. So when I came in I received a good matter-of-fact greeting.

“How d'ye do, sir, how d'ye do?” said one of the managers at the broad, busy counter.

“Glad to see you at last. What's been the matter?”

“Well, a very severe carbuncle.”
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“Carbuncle? Bless my heart! that generally kills! Boy, 999 to Mr. Aubertin;” and up aloft I

went.

The real downright matter-of-fact of the busy American is really often most amusing.

Among ourselves it might sometimes seem mere offhand indifference. But if you

understand it, by not comparing it merely to your drawing-room at home, you will know that

no such meaning is intended.

This, however, was not the only shot I encountered; for, while settling down in my room

with 350 intention of looking round for a few days more, came in a “bell-boy.” “Telegram

for you, sir; came yesterday.” And the upshot of that was that I was to get on board the

Servia to sail at seven o'clock the next morning, and come on to London as fast as steam

could carry me. I thought this a very impolite way of leaving the great country, after all, and

was in wonder whether, all things concerned, I could “hurry up the cakes.” I managed to

do so, however, and should say no more on the subject but that I desire to record a liberal

act on the part of the White Star Company. And here the irresistible Mr. McKay of the

“Burlington Line” comes to the front again. I have mentioned that at his suggestion I had

taken a White Star ticket at Frisco, which (were I to leave by the Cunard on the morrow)

would be lost. Very fortunately, Mr. McKeever, the agent of the London and Brazilian Bank

in New York, undertook to see to the matter for me; and I am pleased to record that the

White Star Company at once took back their ticket, deducting only a fair percentage from

the price returned.

So, with the Fates thus pointing to the word “go,” I proceeded to summon up all my forces

and hustled and bustled about in such a way that I almost began to think I must be an

American. My room was counter-ordered, my dinner was “through,” and I drove down to

sleep on board, bidding farewell to the good folk at the Fifth Avenue, who, I am quite sure,

were highly delighted that I was not “killed.”

351
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Happily, I secured the chief steward's cabin, which, with the attentive service I received,

was a great help to me. At precisely six o'clock in the following morning, and while still

enjoying a sort of half-awake repose in bed, strongly in contrast to my yesterday's rush

through New York, I heard the first revolution of those very many that were to bring us

across to Liverpool. And thither, after a successful passage under the guidance of Captain

H. McKay, we came in safety. What more? I went again to the great North-Western

Railway Hotel, where I had lodged at starting, but, though now in my own country, no one

exhibited any such kind interest about my health as my friend in New York had done. The

chamber-maid, however, by a curious piece of logic, took me for an American. Liverpool

being Liverpool of April, I asked for a fire.

“Oh yes; Americans always want a fire.”

“But I am not an American.”

“Haven't you just come from there?”

“Certainly; but why do you take me for one?”

“Because you asked for a fire directly you came.”

If that much would make me an American, my friends on the other side of the Atlantic

would have the right to claim me (if they cared to do so) for all my life. I am very fond

of a good fire in raw weather, and so are they. Therefore let us on both sides keep up

our fires. There is plenty of the old fire here, and 352 it was a bright torch taken hence

that first lighted up the fire over there. These fires mean no smouldering, smoking, and

unwholesome burnings, but the bright fires of the true Englishman and the true American:

Bright fires that shall together burn Till Earth to atoms shall return.

THE END.
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Century Guild Hobby Horse. Vol. I. Half parchment, 12 s. 6 d.

CHARLES, Rev. R. H.—Forgiveness, and other Sermons. Crown 8vo. 4 s. 6 d.

CHEYNE, Canon.—The Prophecies of Isaiah. Translated with Critical Notes and

Dissertations. 2 vols. Fourth Edition. Demy 8vo, 25 s.

Job and Solomon; or, the Wisdom of the Old Testament. Demy 8vo, 12 s. 6 d.

The Psalter; or, The Book of the Praises of Israel. Translated with Commentary. Demy

8vo.

CLAIRAUT.—Elements of Geometry. Translated by Dr. Kaines. With 145 Figures. Crown

8vo, 4 s. 6 d.
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CLAPPERTON, Jane Hume.—Scientific Meliorism and the Evolution of Happiness. Large

crown 8vo, 8 s. 6 d.

CLARKE, Rev. Henry James, A.K.C.—The Fundamental Science. Demy 8vo, 10 s. 6 d.

CLODD, Edward, F.R.A.S.—The Childhood of the World: a Simple Account of Man in

Early Times. Eighth Edition. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

A Special Edition for Schools. 1 s.

The Childhood of Religions. Including a Simple Account of the Birth and Growth of Myths

and Legends. Eighth Thousand. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

A Special Edition for Schools. 1 s. 6 d.

Jesus of Nazareth. With a brief sketch of Jewish History to the Time of His Birth. Small

crown 8vo, 6 s.

COGHLAN, F. Cole, D.D.—The Modern Pharisee and other Sermons. Edited by the Very

Rev. H. H. Dickinson, D.D., Dean of Chapel Royal, Dublin. New and Cheaper Edition.

Crown 8vo. 7 s. 6 d.

COLERIDGE, Sara.—Memoir and Letters of Sara Coleridge. Edited by her Daughter. With

Index. Cheap Edition. With Portrait. 7 s. 6 d.

COLERIDGE, The Hon. Stephen.—Demetrius. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

CONNELL, A. K.—Discontent and Danger in India. Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

The Economic Revolution of India. Crown 8vo, 4 s. 6 d.
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COOK, Keningale, LL.D.—The Fathers of Jesus. A Study of the Lineage of the Christian

Doctrine and Traditions. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, 28 s.

7

CORR, the late Rev. T. J., M.A.—Favilla; Tales, Essays, and Poems. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

CORY, William.—A Guide to Modern English History. Part I.—MDCCCXV.—MDCCCXXX.

Demy 8vo, 9 s. Part II.—MDCCCXXX.—MDCCCXXXV., 15 s.

COTTON, H. J. S.—New India, or India in Transition. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 4 s. 6 d.;

Cheap Edition, paper covers, 1 s.

COUTTS, Francis Burdett Money.—Training of the Instinct of Love. With a Preface by the

Rev. Edward Thring, M.A. Small crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

COX, Rev. Sir George W., M.A., Bart.—The Mythology of the Aryan Nations, New Edition.

Demy 8vo, 16 s.

Tales of Ancient Greece. New Edition. Small crown 8vo, 6 s.

A Manual of Mythology in the form of Question and Answer. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 3 s.

An Introduction to the Science of Comparative Mythology and Folk-Lore. Second Edition.

Crown 8vo. 7 s. 6 d.

COX, Rev. Sir G. W., M.A., Bart., and JONES, Eustace Hinton.—Popular Romances of the

Middle Ages. Third Edition, in i vol. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

COX, Rev. Samuel, D.D.—A Commentary on the Book of Job With a Translation. Second

Edition. Demy 8vo, 15 s.

Salvator Mundi; or, 'Is Christ the Saviour of all Men? Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo, 5 s.
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The Larger Hope. A Sequel to “Salvator Mundi.” Second Edition. 16mo, 1 s.

The Genesis of Evil, and other Sermons, mainly expository. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

Balaam. An Exposition and a Study. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

Miracles. An Argument and a Challenge. Crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

CRAVEN, Mrs.—A Year's Meditations. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

CRAWFURD, Oswald.—Portugal, Old and New. With Illustrations and Maps. New and

Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

CRUISE, Francis Richard, M.D.—Thomas # Kempis. Notes of a Visit to the Scenes in

which his Life was spent. With Portraits and Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 12 s.

CUNNINGHAM, W., B.D—Politics and Economics: An Essay on the Nature of the

Principles of Political Economy, together with a survey of Recent Legislation. Crown 8vo, 5

s.

DANIELL, Clarmont.—The Gold Treasure of India. An Inquiry into its Amount, the Cause

of its Accumulation, and the Proper Means of using it as Money. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

8

Discarded Silver: a Plan for its Use as Money. Small crown 8vo, 2 s.

DANIEL, Gerard. Mary Stuart: a Sketch and a Defence. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

DARMESTETER, Arsene.—The Life of Words as the Symbols of Ideas. Crown 8vo, 4 s. 6

d.
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DAVIDSON, Rev. Samuel, D.D., LL.D.—Canon of the Bible: Its Formation, History, and

Fluctuations. Third and Revised Edition. Small crown 8vo, 5 s.

The Doctrine of Last Things contained in the New Testament compared with the Notions of

the Jews and the Statements of Church Creeds. Small crown 8vo. 3 s. 6 d.

DAWSON, Geo., M.A. Prayers, with a Discourse on Prayer. Edited by his Wife. First

Series. Ninth Edition. Crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

Prayers, with a Discourse on Prayer. Edited by George St. Clair. Second Series. Crown

8vo, 6 s.

Sermons on Disputed Points and Special Occasions. Edited by his Wife. Fourth Edition.

Crown 8vo, 6 s.

Sermons on Daily Life and Duty. Edited by his Wife. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

The Authentic Gospel, and other Sermons. Edited by George St. Clair, F.G.S. Third

Edition. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

Biographical Lectures. Edited by George St. Clair, F.G.S. Third Edition. Large crown 8vo,

7 s. 6 d.

Shakespeare, and other Lectures. Edited by George St. Clair, F.G.S. Large crown 8vo, 7

s. 6 d.

DIE JONCOURT, Madame Marie.—Wholesome, Cookery. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo,

cloth, 1 s. 6 d; paper covers, 1 s.

DENT, H. C.—A Year in Brazil. With Notes on Religion, Meteorology, Natural History, etc.

Maps and Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 18 s.
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Doctor Faust. The Old German Puppet Play, turned into English, with Introduction, etc., by

T. C. H. Hedderwick. Large post 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

DOWDEN, Edward, LL.D.—Shakspere: a Critical Study of his Mind and Art. Eighth Edition.

Post 8vo, 12 s.

Studies in Literature, 1789–1877. Fourth Edition. Large post 8vo, 6 s.

Transcripts and Studies. Large post 8vo.

Dulce Domum. Fcap. 8vo, 5 s.

9

DU MONCEL, Count.—The Telephone, the Microphone, and the Phonograph. With 74

Illustrations. Third Edition. Small crown 8vo, 5 s.

DUNN, H. Percy.—Infant Health. The Physiology and Hygiene of Early Life. Crown 8vo.

DURUY, Victor.—History of Rome and the Roman People. Edited by Prof. Mahaffy. With

nearly 3000 Illustrations. 4to. 6 vols. in 12 parts, 30 s. each vol.

Education Library. Edited by Sir Philip Magnus:—

An Introduction to the History of Educational Theories. By Oscar Browning, M.A. Second

Edition. 3 s. 6 d.

Old Greek Education. By the Rev. Prof. Mahaffy, M.A. Second Edition. 3 s. 6 d.

School Management. Including a general view of the work of Education, Organization and

Discipline. By Joseph Landon. Sixth Edition. 6 s.
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EDWARDES, Major-General Sir Herbert B.—Memorials of his Life and Letters. By his

Wife. With Portrait and Illustrations. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, 36 s.

ELSDALE, Henry.—Studies in Tennyson's Idylls. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

Emerson's (Ralph Waldo) Life. By Oliver Wendell Holmes. English Copyright Edition. With

Portrait. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

“Fan Kwae” at Canton before Treaty Days 1825–1844. By an old Resident. With

Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

Five o'clock Tea. Containing Receipts for Cakes, Savoury Sandwiches, etc. Fcap. 8vo,

cloth, 1 s. 6 d.; paper covers, 1 s.

FOTHERINGHAM, James.—Studies in the Poetry of Robert Browning. Crown 8vo. 6 s.

GARDINER, Samuel R., and J. BASS MULLINGER, M.A.—Introduction to the Study of

English History. Second Edition. Large crown 8vo, 9 s.

Genesis in Advance of Present Science. A Critical Investigation of Chapters I.–IX. By a

Septuagenarian Beneficed Presbyter. Demy 8vo, 10 s. 6 d.

GEORGE, Henry.—Progress and Poverty: An Inquiry into the Causes of Industrial

Depressions, and of Increase of Want with Increase of Wealth. The Remedy. Fifth Library

Edition. Post 8vo, 7 s. 6 d. Cabinet Edition. Crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d. Also a Cheap Edition.

Limp cloth, 1 s. 6 d.; paper covers, 1 s.

Protection, or Free Trade. An Examination of the Tariff Question, with especial regard to

the Interests of Labour. Second Edition, Crown 8vo, 5 s.

10

Social Problems. Fourth Thousand. Crown 8vo, 5 s. Cheap Edition, paper covers, 1 s.
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GILBERT, Mrs.—Autobiography, and other Memorials. Edited by Josiah Gilbert. Fifth

Edition. Crown 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

GLANVILL, Joseph.—Scepsis Scientifica; or, Confest Ignorance, the Way to Science; in

an Essay of the Vanity of Dogmatizing and Confident Opinion. Edited, with Introductory

Essay, by John Owen. Elzevir 8vo, printed on hand-made paper, 6 s.

Glossary of Terms and Phrases. Edited by the Rev. H. Percy Smith and others. Second

and Cheaper Edition. Medium 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

GLOVER, F., M.A.—Exempla Latina. A First Construing Book, with Short Notes, Lexicon,

and an Introduction to the Analysis of Sentences. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 2 s.

GOODENOUGH, Commodore J. G.—Memoir of, with Extracts from his Letters and

Journals. Edited by his Widow. With Steel Engraved Portrait. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 5

s.

GORDON, Major-General C. G.—His Journals at Kartoum. Printed from the original MS.

With Introduction and Notes by A. Egmont Hake. Portrait, 2 Maps, and 30 Illustrations.

Two vols, demy 8vo, 21 s. Also a Cheap Edition in 1 vol., 6 s.

Gordon's (General) Last Journal. A Facsimile of the last Journal received in England from

General Gordon. Reproduced by Photo-lithography. Imperial 4to, £3 3 s.

Events in his Life. From the Day of his Birth to the Day of his Death. By Sir H. W. Gordon.

With Maps and Illustrations. Second Edition. Demy 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

GOSSE, Edmund.—Seventeenth Century Studies. A Contribution to the History of English

Poetry. Demy 8vo, 10 s. 6 d.
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GOULD, Rev. S. Baring, M.A.—Germany, Present and Past. New and Cheaper Edition.

Large crown 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

The Vicar of Morwenstow. A Life of Robert Stephen Hawker. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

GOWAN, Major Walter E.—A. Ivanoff's Russian Grammar. (16th Edition.) Translated,

enlarged, and arranged for use of Students of the Russian Language. Demy 8vo, 6 s.

GOWER, Lord Ronald. My Reminiscences. Miniature Edition, printed on hand-made

paper, limp parchment antique, 10 s. 6 d.

Bric-à-Brac. Being some Photoprints taken at Gower Lodge, Windsor. Super royal 8vo.

Last Days of Mary Antoinette. An Historical Sketch. With Portrait and Facsimiles. Fcap.

4to, 10 s. 6 d.

11

Notes of a Tour from Brindisi to Yokohama, 1883–1884. Fcap. 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

GRAHAM, William, M.A.—The Creed of Science, Religious, Moral, and Social. Second

Edition, Revised. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

The Social Problem, in its Economic, Moral, and Political Aspects. Demy 8vo, 5 s.

GREY, Rowland.—In Sunny Switzerland. A Tale of Six Weeks. Second Edition. Small

crown 8vo, 5 s.

Lindenblumen and other Stories. Small crown 8vo, 5 s.

GRIMLEY, Rev. H. N., M.A.—Tremadoc Sermons, chiefly on the Spiritual Body, the

Unseen World, and the Divine Humanity. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, 6 s.
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The Temple of Humanity, and other Sermons. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

GURNEY, Edmund.—Tertium Quid: chapters on Various Disputed Questions. 2 vols.

Crown 8vo, 12 s.

HADDON, Caroline.—The Larger Life, Studies in Hinton's Ethics. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

HAECKEL, Prof. Ernst.—The History of Creation. Translation revised by Professor E.

Ray Lankester, M.A., F.R.S. With Coloured Plates and Genealogical Trees of the various

groups of both Plants and Animals. 2 vols. Third Edition. Post 8vo, 32 s.

The History of the Evolution of Man. With numerous Illustrations. 2 vols. Post 8vo, 32 s.

A Visit to Ceylon. Post 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

Freedom in Science and Teaching. With a Prefatory Note by T. H. Huxley, F.R.S. Crown

8vo, 5 s.

Hamilton, Memoirs of Arthur, B.A., of Trinity College, Cambridge. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

Handbook of Home Rule, being Articles on the Irish Question by Various Writers. Edited

by James Bryce, M.P. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 1 s. sewed, or 1 s. 6 d. cloth.

HARRIS, William.—The History of the Radical Party in Parliament. Demy 8vo, 15 s.

HAWEIS, Rev. H. R., M.A.—Current Coin. Materialism—The Devil—Crime—Drunkenness

—Pauperism—Emotion—Recreation—The Sabbath. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

Arrows in the Air. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

Speech in Season. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

Thoughts for the Times. Fourteenth Edition. Crown 8vo, 5 s.
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Unsectarian Family Prayers. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 1 s. 6 d.

HAWTHORNE, Nathaniel.—Works. Complete in Twelve Volumes. Large post 8vo, 7 s. 6

d. each volume.

HEATH, Francis George.—Autumnal Leaves. Third and cheaper Edition. Large crown 8vo,

6 s.

Sylvan Winter. With 70 Illustrations. Large crown 8vo, 14 s.

Hegel's Philosophy of Fine Art. The Introduction, translated by Bernard Bosanquet. Crown

8vo, 5 s.

HENNESSY, Sir John Pope.—Ralegh in Ireland. With his Letters on Irish Affairs and some

Contemporary Documents. Large crown 8vo, printed on hand-made paper, parchment, 10

s. 6 d.

HENRY, Philip.—Diaries and Letters of. Edited by Matthew Henry Lee, M.A. Large crown

8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

HINTON, J.—Life and Letters. With an Introduction by Sir W. W. Gull, Bart., and Portrait

engraved on Steel by C. H. Jeens. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo, 8 s. 6 d.

Philosophy and Religion. Selections from the Manuscripts of the late James Hinton. Edited

by Caroline Haddon. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

The Law Breaker, and The Coming of the Law. Edited by Margaret Hinton. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

The Mystery of Pain. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 1 s.

Homer's Iliad. Greek text, with a Translation by J. G. Cordery. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, 24 s.
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HOOPER, Mary.—Little Dinners: HOW to Serve them with Elegance and Economy.

Twentieth Edition. Crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

Cookery for Invalids, Persons of Delicate Digestion, and Children. Fifth Edition. Crown

8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

Every-Day Meals. Being Economical and Wholesome Recipes for Breakfast, Luncheon,

and Supper. Seventh Edition. Crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

HOPKINS, Ellice.—Work amongst Working Men. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

HORNADAY, W. T.—Two Years in a Jungle. With Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 21 s.

HOSPITALIER, E.—The Modern Applications of Electricity. Translated and Enlarged by

Julius Maier, Ph.D. 2 vols. Second Edition, Revised, with many additions and numerous

Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 25 s.

13

HOWARD, Robert, M.A.—The Church of England and other Religious Communions. A

course of Lectures delivered in the Parish Church of Clapham. Crown 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

How to Make a Saint; or, The Process of Canonization in the Church of England. By the

Prig. Fcap 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

HUNTER, William C.—Bits of Old China. Small crown 8vo, 6 s.

HYNDMAN, H. M.—The Historical Basis of Socialism in England. Large crown 8vo, 8 s. 6

d.

IDDESLEIGH, Earl of.—The Pleasures, Danger, and Uses of Desultory Reading. Fcap.

8vo, in Whatman paper cover, 1 s.
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IM THURN, Everard F.—Among the Indians of Guiana. Being Sketches, chiefly

anthropologic, from the Interior of British Guiana. With 53 Illustrations and a Map. Demy

8vo, 18 s.

JACCOUD, Prof. S.—The Curability and Treatment of Pulmonary Phthisis. Translated and

edited by Montagu Lubbock, M.D. Demy 8vo, 15 s.

Jaunt in a Junk: A Ten Days' Cruise in Indian Seas. Large crown 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

JENKINS, E., and RAYMOND, J.—The Architect's Legal Handbook. Third Edition, revised.

Crown 8vo, 6 s.

JENKINS, Rev. Canon R. C.—Heraldry: English and Foreign. With a Dictionary of Heraldic

Terms and 156 Illustrations. Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

The Story of the Caraffa: the Pontificate of Paul IV. Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

JOEL, L.—A Consul's Manual and Shipowner's and Shipmaster's Practical Guide in

their Transactions Abroad. With Definitions of Nautical, Mercantile, and Legal Terms; a

Glossary of Mercantile Terms in English, French, German, Italian, and Spanish; Tables

of the Money, Weights, and Measures of the Principal Commercial Nations and their

Equivalents in British Standards; and Forms of Consular and Notarial Acts. Demy 8vo, 12

s.

JOHNSTON, H. H., F.Z.S.—The Kilima-njaro Expedition. A Record of Scientific

Exploration in Eastern Equatorial Africa, and a General Description of the Natural History,

Languages, and Commerce of the Kilima-njaro District. With 6 Maps, and over 80

Illustrations by the Author, Demy 8vo, 21 s.

JORDAN, Furneaux, F.R.C.S.—Anatomy and Physiology in Character. Crown 8vo, 5 s.
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JOYCE, P. W., LL.D., etc.—Old Celtic Romances. Translated from the Gaelic, Crown 8vo,

7 s. 6 d.

14

KAUFMANN, Rev. M., B.A.—Socialism: its Nature, its Dangers, and its Remedies

considered. Crown 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

Utopias; or, Schemes of Social Improvement, from Sir Thomas More to Karl Marx. Crown

8vo, 5 s.

KAY, David, F.R.G.S.—Education and Educators. Crown 8vo. 7 s. 6 d.

KAY, Joseph.—Free Trade in Land. Edited by his Widow. With Preface by the Right Hon.

John Bright, M.P. Seventh Edition. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

***Also a cheaper edition, without the Appendix, but with a Review of Recent Changes in

the Land Laws of England, by the Right Hon. G. Osborne Morgan, Q.C., M.P. Cloth, 1 s. 6

d.; paper covers, 1 s.

KELKE, W. H. H.—An Epitome of English Grammar for the Use of Students. Adapted to

the London Matriculation Course and Similar Examinations. Crown 8vo, 4 s. 6 d.

KEMPIS, Thomas à.—Of the Imitation of Christ. Parchment Library Edition.—Parchment

or cloth, 6 s.; vellum, 7 s. 6 d. The Red Line Edition, fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, 2 s. 6 d. The

Cabinet Edition, small 8vo, cloth limp, 1 s.; cloth boards, 1 s. 6 d. The Miniature Edition,

cloth limp, 32mo, 1 s.

***All the above Editions may be had in various extra bindings.

Notes of a Visit to the Scenes in which his Life was spent. With numerous Illustrations. By

F. R. Cruise, M.D. Demy 8vo, 12 s.
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KETTLEWELL, Rev. S.—Thomas à Kempis and the Brothers of Common Life. With

Portrait. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

KIDD, Joseph, M.D.—The Laws of Therapeutics; or, the Science and Art of Medicine.

Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

KINGSFORD, Anna, M.D.—The Perfect Way in Diet. A Treatise advocating a Return to

the Natural and Ancient Food of our Race. Third Edition. Small crown 8vo, 2 s.

KINGSLEY, Charles, M.A.—Letters and Memories of his Life. Edited by his Wife. With

two Steel Engraved Portraits, and Vignettes on Wood. Sixteenth Cabinet Edition. 2 vols.

Crown 8vo, 12 s.

***Also a People's Edition, in one volume. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

All Saints' Day, and other Sermons. Edited by the Rev. W. Harrison. Third Edition. Crown

8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

True Words for Brave Men. A Book for Soldiers' and Sailors' Libraries. Sixteenth

Thousand. Crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

KNOX, Alexander A.—The New Playground; or, Wanderings in Algeria. New and Cheaper

Edition. Large crown 8vo, 6 s.

15

Kosmos; or, the Hope of the World. 3 s. 6 d.

Land Concentration and Irresponsibility of Political Power, as causing the Anomaly of a

Widespread State of Want by the Side of the Vast Supplies of Nature. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

LANDON, Joseph.—School Management; Including a General View of the Work of

Education, Organization, and Discipline. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo, 6 s.
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LAURIE, S. S.—The Rise and Early Constitution of Universities. With a Survey of

Mediæval Education. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

LEE, Rev. F. G., D.C.L.—The Other World; or, Glimpses of the Supernatural. 2 vols. A

New Edition. Crown 8vo, 15 s.

LEFEVRE, Right Hon. G. Shaw.—Peel and O'Connell. Demy 8vo, 10 s. 6 d.

Letters from an Unknown Friend. By the Author of “Charles Lowder.” With a Preface by the

Rev. W. H. Cleaver. Fcap. 8vo, 1 s.

Life of a Prig. By One. Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

LILLIE, Arthur, M.R.A.S.—The Popular Life of Buddha. Containing an Answer to the

Hibbert Lectures of 1881. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

Buddhism in Christendom; or, Jesus the Essene. With Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 15 s.

LONGFELLOW, H. Wadsworth.—Life. By his Brother, Samuel Longfellow. With Portraits

and Illustrations. 3 vols. Demy 8vo, 42 s.

LONSDALE, Margaret.—Sister Dora: a Biography. With Portrait. Twenty-ninth Edition.

Small crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

George Eliot: Thoughts upon her Life, her Books, and Herself. Second Edition. Small

crown 8vo, 1 s. 6 d.

LOUNSBURY, Thomas R.—James Fenimore Cooper. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

LOWDER, Charles.—A Biography. By the Author of “St. Teresa.” Twelfth Edition. Crown

8vo. With Portrait. 3 s. 6 d.
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LÜCKES, Eva C. E.—Lectures on General Nursing, delivered to the Probationers of the

London Hospital Training School for Nurses. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

LYALL, William Rowe, D.D.—Propædeia Prophetica; or, The Use and Design of the

Old Testament Examined, New Edition. With Notices by George C. Pearson, M.A., Hon.

Canon of Canterbury. Demy 8vo, 10 s. 6 d.

LYTTON, Edward Bulwer, Lord.—Life, Letters and Literary Remains. By his Son, the Earl

Of Lytton. With Portraits, Illustrations and Facsimiles. Demy 8vo. Vols. I. and II., 32 s.

16

MACAULAY, G. C.—Francis Beaumont: A Critical Study. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

MACHIAVELLI, Niccolò.—Life and Times. By Prof. VILLARI. Translated by Linda Villari. 4

vols. Large post 8vo, 48 s.

Discourses on the First Decade of Titus Livius. Translated from the Italian by Ninian Hill

Thomson, M.A. Large crown 8vo, 12 s.

The Prince. Translated from the Italian by N. H. T. Small crown 8vo, printed on hand-made

paper, bevelled boards, 6 s.

MACNEILL, J. G. Swift.—How the Union was carried. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1 s. 6 d.; paper

covers, 1 s.

MAGNUS, Lady.—About the Jews since Bible Times. From the Babylonian Exile till the

English Exodus. Small crown 8vo, 6 s.

MAGUIRE, Thomas.—Lectures on Philosophy. Demy 8vo, 9 s.
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Many Voices. A volume of Extracts from the Religious Writers of Christendom from the

First to the Sixteenth Century. With Biographical Sketches. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, red

edges, 6 s.

MARKHAM, Capt. Albert Hastings, R.N.—The Great Frozen Sea: A Personal Narrative

of the Voyage of the Alert during the Arctic Expedition of 1875–6. With 6 full-page

Illustrations, 2 Maps, and 27 Woodcuts. Sixth and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

MARTINEAU, Gertrude.—Outline Lessons on Morals. Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

MASON, Charlotte M.—Home Education: a Course of Lectures to Ladies. Crown 8vo, 3 s.

6 d.

Matter and Energy: An Examination of the Fundamental Concepceptions of Physical

Force. By B. L. L. Small crown 8vo, 2 s.

MAUDSLEY, H., M.D.—Body and Will. Being an Essay concerning Will, in its

Metaphysical, Physiological, and Pathological Aspects. 8vo, 12 s.

Natural Causes and Supernatural Seemings. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

McGRATH, Terence.—Pictures from Ireland. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

MEREDITH, M.A.—Theotokos, the Example for Woman. Dedicated, by permission, to

Lady Agnes Wood. Revised by the Venerable Archdeacon Denison. 32mo, limp cloth, 1 s.

6 d.

MILLER, Edward.—The History and Doctrines of Irvingism; or, The so-called Catholic and

Apostolic Church. 2 vols. Large post 8vo, 15 s.

The church in Relation to the state. Large crown 8vo, 4 s.

17
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MILLS, Herbert.—Poverty and the State; or, Work for the Unemployed. An Inquiry into the

Causes and Extent of Enforced Idleness, with a Statement of a Remedy. Crowd 8vo, 6 s.

MITCHELL, Lucy M.—A History of Ancient Sculpture. With numerous Illustrations,

including 6 Plates in Phototype. Super-royal 8vo, 42 s.

MOCKLER, E.—A Grammar of the Baloochee Language, as it is spoken in Makran

(Ancient Gedrosia), in the Persia-Arabic and Roman characters. Fcap. 8vo, 5 s.

MOHL, Julius and Mary.—Letters and Recollections of. By M. C. M. Simpson. With

Portraits and Two Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 15 s.

MOLESWORTH, Rev. W. Nassau, M.A.—History of the Church of England from 1660.

Large crown 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

MORELL, J. R.—Euclid Simplified in Method and Language. Being a Manual of Geometry.

Compiled from the most important French Works, approved by the University of Paris and

the Minister of Public Instruction. Fcap. 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

MORGAN, C. Lloyd.—The Springs of Conduct. An Essay in volution. Large crown 8vo,

cloth, 7 s. 6 d.

MORISON, J. Cotter.—The Service of Man: an Essay towards the Religion of the Future.

Second Edition. Demy 8vo, 10 s. 6 d.

MORSE, E. S., Ph.D.—First Book of Zoology. With numerous Illustrations. New and

Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

My Lawyer: A Concise Abridgment of the Laws of England. By a Barrister-at-Law., Crown

8vo, 6 s. 6 d.
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NELSON, J. H., M.A.—Prospectus of the Scientific Study of the Hindû Law. Demy 8vo, 9

s.

Indian Usage and Judge-made Law in Madras. Demy 8vo, 6 s.

NEWMAN, Cardinal.—Characteristics from the Writings of. Being Selections from his

various Works. Arranged with the Author's personal Approval. Seventh Edition. With

Portrait. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

***A Portrait of Cardinal Newman, mounted for framing, can be had, 2 s. 6 d.

NEWMAN, Francis William.—Essays on Diet. Small crown 8vo, cloth limp, 2 s.

New Social Teachings. By Politicus. Small crown 8vo, 5 s.

NICOLS, Arthur, F.G.S., F.R.G.S.—Chapters from the Physical History of the Earth: an

Introduction to Geology and Palæontology. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

NIHILL, Rev. H. D.—The Sisters of St. Mary at the Cross: Sisters of the Poor and their

Work. Crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d. C

18

NOEL, The Hon. Roden.—Essays on Poetry and Poets. Demy 8vo, 12 s.

NOPS, Marianne.—Class Lessons on Euclid. Part I. containing the First Two Books of the

Elements. Crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

Nuces: Exercises on the Syntax of the Public School Latin Primer. New Edition in Three

Parts. Crown 8vo, each 1 s.

***The Three Parts can also be had bound together, 3 s.
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OATES, Frank, F.R.G.S.—Matabele Land and the Victoria Falls. A Naturalist's

Wanderings in the Interior of South Africa. Edited by C. G. Oates, B.A. With numerous

Illustrations and 4 Maps. Demy 8vo, 21 s.

O'BRIEN, R. Barry.—Irish Wrongs and English Remedies, with other Essays. Crown 8vo,

5 s.

OGLE, Anna C.—A Lost Love. Small crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

O'MEARA, Kathleen.—Henri Perreyve and his Counsels to the Sick. Small crown 8vo, 5 s.

One and a Half in Norway. A Chronicle of Small Beer. By Either and Both. Small crown

8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

O'NEIL, the late Rev. Lord.—Sermons. With Memoir and Portrait. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

Essays and Addresses. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

OTTLEY, H. Bickersteth.—The Great Dilemma. Christ His Own Witness or His Own

Accuser. Six Lectures. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

Our Public Schools—Eton, Harrow, Winchester, Rugby, Westminster, Marlborough, The

Charterhouse. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

PADGHAM, Richard.—In the Midst of Life we are in Death. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

PALMER, the late William.—Notes of a Visit to Russia in 1840–1841. Selected and

arranged by John H. Cardinal Newman, with Portrait. Crown 8vo, 8 s. 6 d.

Early Christian Symbolism. A Series of Compositions from Fresco Paintings, Glasses, and

Sculptured Sarcophagi. Edited by the Rev. Provost Northcote, D.D., and the Rev. Canon

Brownlow, M.A. With Coloured Plates, folio, 42 s., or with Plain Plates, folio, 25 s.
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Parchment Library. Choicely Printed on hand-made paper, limp parchment antique or

cloth, 6 s.; vellum, 7 s. 6 d. each volume.

The Poetical Works of John Milton. 2 vols.

Chaucer's Canterbury Tales. Edited by A. W. Pollard. 2 vols.

19

Letters and Journals of Jonathan Swift. Selected and edited, with a Commentary and

Notes, by Stanley Lane Poole.

De Quincey's Confessions of an English Opium Eater. Reprinted from the First Edition.

Edited by Richard Garnett.

The Gospel according to Matthew, Mark, and Luke.

Selections from the Prose Writings of Jonathan Swift. With a Preface and Notes by

Stanley Lane-Poole and Portrait.

English Sacred Lyrics.

Sir Joshua Reynolds's Discourses. Edited by Edmund Gosse.

Selections from Milton's Prose Writings. Edited by Ernest Myers.

The Book of Psalms. Translated by the Rev. Canon T. K. Cheyne, M.A., D.D.

The Vicar of Wakefield. With Preface and Notes by Austin by Austin Dobson.

English Comic Dramatists. Edited by Oswald Crawfurd. English Lyrics.

The Sonnets of John Milton. Edited by Mark Pattison. With Portrait after Vertue.
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French Lyrics. Selected and Annotated by George Saintsbury. With a Miniature

Frontispiece designed and etched by H. G. Glindoni.

Fables by Mr. John Gay. With Memoir by Austin Dobson, and an Etched Portrait from an

unfinished Oil Sketch by Sir Godfrey Kneller.

Select Letters of Percy Bysshe Shelley. Edited, with an Introduction, by Richard Garnett.

The Christian Year. Thoughts in Verse for the Sundays and Holy Days throughout the

Year. With Miniature Portrait of the Rev. J. Keble, after a Drawing by G. Richmond, R.A.

Shakspere's Works. Complete in Twelve Volumes.

Eighteenth Century Essays. Selected and Edited by Austin Dobson. With a Miniature

Frontispiece by R. Caldecott.

Q. Horati Flacci Opera. Edited by F. A. Cornish, Assistant Master at Eton. With a

Frontispiece after a design by L. Alma Tadema, etched by Leopold Lowenstam.

Edgar Allan Poe's Poems. With an Essay on his Poetry by Andrew Lang, and a

Frontispiece by Linley Sambourne.

20

Shakspere's Sonnets. Edited by Edward Dowden. With a Frontispiece etched by Leopold

Lowenstam, after the Death Mask.

English Odes. Selected by Edmund Gosse. With Frontispiece on India paper by Hamo

Thornycroft, A.R.A.

Of the Imitation of Christ. By Thomas à Kempis. A revised Translation. With Frontispiece

on India paper, from a Design by W. B. Richmond.
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Poems: Selected from Percy Bysshe Shelley. Dedicated to Lady Shelley. With a Preface

by Richard Garnett and a Miniature Frontispiece.

PARSLOE, Joseph.—Our Railways. Sketches, Historical and Descriptive. With Practical

Information as to Fares and Rates, etc., and a Chapter on Railway Reform. Crown 8vo, 6

s.

PASCAL, Blaise.—The Thoughts of. Translated from the Text of Auguste Molinier, by C.

Kegan Paul. Large crown 8vo, with Frontispiece, printed on hand-made paper, parchment

antique, or cloth, 12 s.; vellum, 15 s.

PAUL, Alexander.—Short Parliaments. A History of the National Demand for frequent

General Elections. Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

PAUL, C. Kegan.—Biographical Sketches. Printed on hand-made paper, bound in

buckram. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

PEARSON, Rev. S.—Week-day Living. A Book for Young Men and Women. Second

Edition. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

PENRICE, Major J.—Arabic and English Dictionary of the Koran. 4to, 21 s.

PESCHEL, Dr. Oscar.—The Races of Man and their Geographical Distribution. Second

Edition. Large crown 8vo, 9 s.

PIDGEON, D.—An Engineer's Holiday; or, Notes of a Round Trip from Long. o° to o°. New

and Cheaper Edition. Large crown 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

Old World Questions and New World Answers. Second Edition. Large crown 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

Plain Thoughts for Men. Eight Lectures delivered at Forester's Hall, Clerkenwell, during the

London Mission, 1884. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1 s. 6d; paper covers, 1 s.
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PRICE, Prof. Bonamy.—Chapters on Practical Political Economy. Being the Substance of

Lectures delivered before the University of Oxford. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo,

5 s.

Prig's Bede: the Venerable Bede, Expurgated, Expounded, and Exposed. By The Prig.

Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

21

Pulpit Commentary, The ( Old Testament Series.) Edited by the Rev. J. S. Exell, M.A., and

the Very Rev. Dean H. D. M. Spence, M.A., D.D.

Genesis. By the Rev. T. Whitelaw, D.D. With Homilies by the Very Rev. J. F. Montgomery,

D.D., Rev. Prof. R. A. Redford, M.A., LL.B., Rev. F. Hastings, Rev. W. Roberts, M.A. An

Introduction to the Study of the Old Testament by the Venerable Archdeacon Farrar, D.D.,

F.R.S.; and Introductions to the Pentateuch by the Right Rev. H. Cotterill, D.D., and Rev.

T. Whitelaw, M.A. Eighth Edition. 1 vol., 15 s.

Exodus. By the Rev. Canon Rawlinson. With Homilies by Rev. J. Orr, Rev. D. Young, B.A.,

Rev. C. A. Goodhart, Rev. J. Urquhart, and the Rev. H. T. Robjohns. Fourth Edition. 2

vols., 18 s.

Leviticus. By the Rev. Prebendary Meyrick, M.A. With Introductions by the Rev. R. Collins,

Rev. Professor A. Cave, and Homilies by Rev. Prof. Redford, LL.B., Rev. J. A. Macdonald,

Rev. W. Clarkson, B.A., Rev. S. R. Aldridge, LL.B., and Rev. Mccheyne Edgar. Fourth

Edition. 15 s.

Numbers. By the Rev. R. Winterbotham, LL.B. With Homilies by the Rev. Professor W.

Binnie, D.D., Rev. E. S. Prout, M.A., Rev. D. Young, Rev. J. Waite, and an Introduction by

the Rev. Thomas Whitelaw, M.A. Fifth Edition. 15 s.
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Deuteronomy. By the Rev. W. L. Alexander, D.D. With Homilies by Rev. C. Clemance,

D.D., Rev. J. Orr, B.D., Rev. R. M. Edgar, M.A., Rev. D. Davies, M.A. Fourth edition. 15 s.

Joshua. By Rev. J. J. Lias, M.A. With Homilies by Rev. S. R. Aldridge, LL.B., Rev. R.

Glover, Rev. E. DE PRESSENSÉ, D.D., Rev. J. Waite, B.A., Rev. W. F. Adeney, M.A.; and

an Introduction by the Rev. A. Plummer, M.A. Fifth Edition. 12 s. 6 d.

Judges and Ruth. By the Bishop of Bath and Wells, and Rev. J. Morison, D.D. With

Homilies by Rev. A. F. Muir, M.A., Rev. W. F. Adeney, M.A., Rev. W. M. Statham, and

Rev. Professor J. Thomson, M.A. Fifth Edition. 10 s. 6 d.

1 Samuel. By the Very Rev. R. P. Smith, D.D. With Homilies by Rev. Donald Fraser, D.D.,

Rev. Prof. Chapman, and Rev. B. Dale. Sixth Edition. 15 s.

1 Kings. By the Rev. Joseph Hammond, LL.B. With Homilies by the Rev. E. De Pressené,

D.D., Rev. J. Waite, B.A., Rev. A. Rowland, LL.B., Rev. J. A. Macdonald, and Rev. J.

Urquhart. Fifth Edition. 15 s.

22

1 Chronicles. By the Rev. Prof. P. C. Barker, M.A., LL.B. With Homilies by Rev. Prof. J. R.

Thomson, M.A., Rev. R. Tuck, B.A., Rev. W. Clarkson, B.A., Rev. F. Whitfield, M.A., and

Rev. Richard Glover. 15 s.

Ezra, Nehemiah, and Esther. By Rev. Canon G. Rawlinson, M.A. With Homilies by Rev.

Prof. J. R. Thomson, M.A., Rev. Prof. R. A. Redford, LL.B., M.A., Rev. W. S. Lewis, M.A.,

Rev. J. A. Macdonald, Rev. A. Mackennal, B.A., Rev. W. Clarkson, B.A., Rev. F. Hastings,

Rev. W. Dinwiddie, LL.B., Rev. Prof. Rowlands, B.A., Rev. G. Wood, B.A., Rev. Prof. P. C.

Barker, M.A., LL.B., and the Rev. J. S. Exell, M.A. Sixth Edition. 1 vol., 12 s. 6 d.
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Isaiah. By the Rev. Canon G. Rawlinson, M.A. With Homilies by Rev. Prof. E. Johnson,

M.A., Rev. W. Clarkson, B.A., Rev. W. M. Statham, and Rev. R. Tuck, B.A. Second

Edition. 2 vols., 15 s. each.

Jeremiah, (Vol. II.) By the Rev. Canon T. K. Cheyne, M.A., D.D. With Homilies by the Rev.

W. F. Adeney, M.A., Rev. A. F. Muir, M.A., Rev. S. Conway, B.A., Rev. J. Waite, B.A., and

Rev. D. Young, B.A. Third Edition. 15 s.

Jeremiah (Vol. II.) and Lamentations. By Rev. T. K. Cheyne, M.A. With Homilies by Rev.

Prof. J. R. Thomson, M.A., Rev. W. F. Adeney, M.A., Rev. A. F. Muir, M.A., Rev. S.

Conway, B.A., Rev. D. Young, B.A. 15 s.

Hosea and Joel. By the Rev. Prof. J. J. Given, Ph. D., D.D. With Homilies by the Rev. Prof.

J. R. Thomson, M.A., Rev. A. Rowland, B.A., LL.B., Rev. C. Jerdan, M.A., LL.B., Rev. J.

Orr, M.A., B.D., and Rev. D. Thomas, D.D. 15 s.

Pulpit Commentary, The. ( New Testament Series.)

St. Mark. By Very Rev. E. Bickersteth, D.D., Dean of Lichfield. With Homilies by Rev. Prof.

Thomson, M.A., Rev. Prof. J. J. Given, Ph. D., D.D., Rev. Prof. Johnson, M.A., Rev. A.

Rowland, B.A., LL.B., Rev. A. Muir, and Rev. R. Green. Fifth Edition. 2 vols., 21 s.

The Acts of the Apostles. By the Bishop of Bath and Wells. With Homilies by Rev. Prof. P.

C. Barker, M.A., LL.B., Rev. Prof. E. Johnson, M.A., Rev. Prof. R. A. Redford, LL.B., Rev.

R. Tuck, B.A., Rev. W. Clarkson, B.A. Third Edition. 2 vols., 21 s.

1 Corinthians. By the Ven. Archdeacon Farrar, D.D. With Homilies by Rev. Ex-Chancellor

Lipscomb, LL.D., Rev. David Thomas, D.D., Rev. D. Fraser, D.D., Rev. Prof. J. R.

Thomson, M.A., Rev. J. Waite, B.A., Rev. R. Tuck, B.A., Rev. E. Hurndall, M.A., and Rev.

H. Bremner, B.D. Third Edition. 15 s.

23
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2 Corinthians and Galatians. By the Ven. Archdeacon Farrar, D.D., and Rev. Prebendary

E. Huxtable. With Homilies by Rev. Ex-Chancellor Lipscomb, LL.D., Rev. David Thomas,

D.D., Rev. Donald Fraser, D.D., Rev. R. Tuck, B.A., Rev. E. Hurndall, M.A., Rev. Prof. J.

R. Thomson, M.A., Rev. R. Finlayson, B.A., Rev. W. F. Adeney, M.A., Rev. R. M. Edgar,

M.A., and Rev. T. Croskery, D.D. 21 s.

Ephesians, Philippians, and Colossians. By the Rev. Prof. W. G. Blaikie, D.D., Rev. B. C.

Caffin, M.A., and Rev. G. G. Findlay, B.A. With Homilies by Rev. D. Thomas, D.D., Rev. R.

M. Edgar, M.A., Rev. R. Finlayson, B.A., Rev. W. F. Adeney, M.A., Rev. Prof. T. Croskery,

D.D., Rev. E. S. Prout, M.A., Rev. Canon Vernon Hutton, and Rev. U. R. Thomas, D.D.

Second Edition. 21 s.

Thessalonians, Timothy, Titus, and Philemon. By the Bishop of Bath and Wells, Rev. Dr.

Gloag and Rev. Dr. Eales. With Homilies by the Rev. B. C. Caffin, M.A., Rev. R. Finlayson,

B.A., Rev. Prof. T. Croskery, D.D., Rev. W. F. Adeney, M.A., Rev. W. M. Statham, and

Rev. D. Thomas, D.D. 15 s.

Hebrews and James. By the Rev. J. Barmby, D.D., and Rev Prebendary E. C. S. Gibson,

M.A. With Homiletics by the Rev. C. Jerdan, M.A., LL.B., and Rev. Prebendary E. C. S.

Gibson. And Homilies by the Rev. W. Jones, Rev. C. New, Rev. D. Young, B.A., Rev. J. S.

Bright, Rev. T. F. Lockyer, B.A., and Rev. C. Jerdan, M.A., LL.B. Second Edition. 15 s.

PUSEY, Dr.—Sermons for the Church's Seasons from Advent to Trinity. Selected from the

Published Sermons of the late Edward Bouverie Pusey, D.D. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

RANKE, Leopold von.—Universal History. The oldest Historical Group of Nations and the

Greeks. Edited by G. W. Prothero. Demy 8vo, 16 s.

RENDELL, J. M.—Concise Handbook of the Island of Madeira. With Plan of Funchal and

Map of the Island. Fcap. 8vo, 1 s. 6 d.
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REVELL, W. F.—Ethical Forecasts. Crown 8vo.

REYNOLDS, Rev. J. W.—The Supernatural in Nature. A Verification by Free Use of

Science. Third Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Demy 8vo, 14 s.

The Mystery of Miracles. Third and Enlarged Edition. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

The Mystery of the Universe our Common Faith. Demy 8vo, 14 s.

The World to Come: Immortality a Physical Fact, Crown 8vo, 6 s.

24

RIBOT, Prof. Th.—Heredity: A Psychological Study of its Phenomena, its Laws, its

Causes, and its Consequences. Second Edition. Large crown 8vo, 9 s.

ROBERTSON, The late Rev. F. W., M.A.—Life and Letters of. Edited by the Rev. Stopford

Brooke, M.A.

I. Two vols., uniform with the Sermons. With Steel Portrait. Crown 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

II. Library Edition, in Demy 8vo, with Portrait. 12 s.

III. A Popular Edition, in 1 vol. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

ROBERTSON, The late Rev. F. W., M.A.—continued.

Sermons. Four Series. Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d. each.

The Human Race, and other Sermons. Preached at Cheltenham, Oxford, and Brighton.

New and Cheaper Edition. Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

Notes on Genesis. New and Cheaper Edition. Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.
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Expository Lectures on St. Paul's Epistles to the Corinthians. A New Edition. Small crown

8vo, 5 s.

Lectures and Addresses, with other Literary Remains. A New Edition. Small crown 8vo, 5

s.

An Analysis of Tennyson's “In Memoriam.” (Dedicated by Permission to the Poet-

Laureate. ) Fcap. 8vo, 5 s.

The Education of the Human Race. Translated from the German of Gotthold Ephraim

Lessing. Fcap. 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

The above Works can also be had, bound in half morocco.

*** A Portrait of the late Rev. F. W. Robertson, mounted for framing, can be had, 2 s. 6 d.

ROMANES, G. J.—Mental Evolution in Animals. With a Posthumous Essay on Instinct by

Charles Darwin, F.R.S. Demy 8vo, 12 s.

ROOSEVELT, Theodore.—Hunting Trips of a Ranchman. Sketches of Sport on the

Northern Cattle Plains. With 26 Illustrations. Royal 8vo, 18 s.

ROSMINI SERBATI, Antonio.—Life. By the Rev. W. Lockhart. Second Edition. 2 vols. With

Portraits. Crown 8vo, 12 s.

Rosmini—s Origin of Ideas. Translated from the Fifth Italian Edition of the Nuovo Saggio

Sull' origine delle idee. 3 vols. Demy 8vo, cloth, 10 s. 6 d. each.

Rosmini's Psychology. 3 vols. Demy 8vo [Vols. I. and II. now ready], 10 s. 6 d. each.

ROSS, Janet.—Italian Sketches. With 14 full-page Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.
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RULE, Martin, M.A.—The Life and Times of St. Anselm, Archbishop of Canterbury and

Primate of the Britains. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, 32 s.

25

SAMUELL, Richard.—Seven, the Sacred Number: Its use in Scripture and its Application

to Biblical Criticism. Crown 8vo, 10 s. 6 d.

SAYCE, Rev. Archibald Henry.—Introduction to the Science of Language. 2 vols. Second

Edition. Large post 8vo, 21 s.

SCOONES, W. Baptiste.—Four Centuries of English Letters: A Selection of 350 Letters

by 150 Writers, from the Period of the Paston Letters to the Present Time. Third Edition.

Large crown 8vo, 6 s.

SÉE, Prof. Germain.—Bacillary Phthisis of the Lungs. Translated and edited for English

Practitioners by William Henry Weddell, M.R.C.S. Demy 8vo, 10 s. 6 d.

Shakspere's Works. The Avon Edition, 12 vols., fcap. 8vo, cloth, 18 s.; in cloth box, 21 s.;

bound in 6 vols., cloth, 15 s.

Shakspere's Works, an Index to. By Evangeline O'connor. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

SHELLEY, PERCY BYSSHE.—Life. By Edward Dowden, LL.D. 2 vols. With Portraits.

Demy 8vo, 36 s.

SHILLITO, Rev. Joseph.—Womanhood: its Duties, Temptations, and Privileges. A Book

for Young Women. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

Shooting, Practical Hints. Being a Treatise on the Shot Gun and its Management. By “20

Bore.” With 55 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 12 s.
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Sister Augustine, Superior of the Sisters of Charity at the St. Johannis Hospital at Bonn.

Authorized Translation by Hans Tharau, from the German “Memorials of Amalie Von

Lasaulx.” Cheap Edition. Large crown 8vo, 4 s. 6 d.

SKINNÉR, James.—A Memoir. By the Author of “Charles Lowder.” With a Preface by the

Rev. Canon Carter, and Portrait. Large crown, 7 s. 6 d.

*** Also a cheap Edition. With Portrait. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

SMEATON, D. Mackenzie.—The Loyal Karens of Burma. Crown 8vo, 4 s. 6 s.

SMITH, Edward, M.D., LL.B., F.R.S.—Tubercular Consumption in its Early and

Remediable Stages. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

SMITH, Sir W. Cusack, Bart.—Our War Ships. A Naval Essay. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

Spanish Mystics. By the Editor of “Many Voices.” Crown 8vo, 5 s.

Specimens of English Prose Style from Malory to Macaulay. Selected and Annotated, with

an Introductory Essay, by George Saintsbury. Large crown 8vo, printed on handmade

paper, parchment antique or cloth, 12 s.; vellum, 15 s.
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SPEDDING, James.—Reviews and Discussions, Literary, Political, and Historical not

relating to Bacon. Demy 8vo, 12 s. 6 d.

Evenings with a Reviewer; or, Macaulay and Bacon. With a Prefatory Notice by G. S.

Venables, Q.C. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, 18 s.

Stray Papers on Education, and Scenes from School Life. By B. H. Second Edition; Small

crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.
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STREATFEILD, Rev. G. S., M.A.—Lincolnshire and the Danes. Large crown 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

STRECKER-WISLICENUS.—Chemistry. Translated and Edited, with Extensive Additions,

by W. R. Hodgkinson, Ph.D., and A. J. Greenaway, F.I.C. Second and cheaper Edition.

Demy 8vo, 12 s. 6 d.

Suakin, 1885; being a Sketch of the Campaign of this year. By an Officer who was there.

Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

SULLY, James, M.A.—Pessimism: a History and a Criticism. Second Edition. Demy 8vo,

14 s.

Sunshine and Sea. A Yachting Visit to the Channel Islands and Coast of Brittany. With

Frontispiece from a Photograph and 24 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

SWEDENBORG, Eman.—De Cultu et Amore Dei ubi Agitur de Telluris ortu, Paradiso et

Vivario, tum de Primogeniti Seu Adami Nativitate Infantia, et Amore. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

On the Worship and Love of God. Treating of the Birth of the Earth, Paradise, and the

Abode of Living Creatures. Translated from the original Latin. Crown 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

Prodromus Philosophiæ Ratiocinantis de Infinito, et Causa Finali Creationis: deque

Mechanismo Operationis Animæ et Corporis. Edidit Thomas Murray Gorman, M.A. Crown

8vo, 7s 6 d.

TACITUS.—The Agricola. A Translation. Small crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

TARRING, C. J.—A Practical Elementary Turkish Grammar. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

TAYLOR, Rev. Isaac.—The Alphabet. An Account of the Origin and Development of

Letters. With numerous Tables and Facsimiles. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, 36 s.
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TAYLOR, Jeremy.—The Marriage Ring. With Preface, Notes, and Appendices. Edited by

Francis Burdett Money Coutts. Small crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

TAYLOR, Sedley.—Profit Sharing between Capital and Labour. To which is added a

Memorandum on the Industrial Partnership at the Whitwood Collieries, by Archibald and

Henry Briggs, with remarks by Sedley Taylor. Crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.
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THOM, J. Hamilton.—Laws of Life after the Mind of Christ. Two Series. Crown 8vo, 7 s. 6

d. each.

THOMPSON, Sir H.—Diet in Relation to Age and Activity. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 1 s. 6 d.; paper

covers, 1 s.

TIDMAN, Paul F.—Money and Labour. 1 s. 6 d.

TIPPLE, Rev. S. A.—Sunday Mornings at Norwood. Prayers and Sermons. Crown 8vo, 6

s.

TODHUNTER, Dr. J.—A Study of Shelley. Crown 8vo, 7 s.

TOLSTOI, Count Leo.—Christ's Christianity. Translated from the Russian. Large crown

8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

TRANT, William.—Trade Unions; Their Origin, Objects, and Efficacy. Small crown 8vo, 1

s. 6 d.; paper covers, 1 s.

TRENCH, The late R. C., Archbishop.—Notes on the Parables of Our Lord. Fourteenth

Edition. 8vo, 12 s. Cheap Edition, 7 s. 6 d.

Notes on the Miracles of Our Lord. Twelfth Edition. 8vo, 12 s. Cheap Edition, 7 s. 6 d.
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Studies in the Gospels. Fifth Edition, Revised. 8vo, 10 s. 6 d.

Brief Thoughts and Meditations on Some Passages in Holy Scripture. Third Edition. Crown

8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

Synonyms of the Testament. Tenth Edition, En larged. 8vo, 12 s.

Sermons New and Old. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

On the Authorized Version of the New Testament. Second Edition. 8vo, 7 s.

Commentary on the Epistles to the Seven Churches in Asia. Fourth Edition, Revised. 8vo,

8 s. 6 d.

The Sermon on the Mount, An Exposition drawn from the Writings of St. Augustine, with

an Essay on his Merits as an Interpreter of Holy Scripture. Fourth Edition, Enlarged. 8vo,

10 s. 6 d.

Shipwrecks of Faith. Three Sermons preached before the University of Cambridge in May,

1867. Fcap. 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

Lectures on Mediæval Church History. Being the Substance of Lectures delivered at

Queen's College, London. Second Edition. 8vo, 12 s.

English, Past and Present. Thirteenth Edition, Revised and Improved. Fcap. 8vo, 5 s.

On the Study of Words. Nineteenth Edition, Revised. Fcap. 8vo, 5 s.

28

Select Glossary of English Words Used Formerly in Senses Different from the Present.

Sixth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Fcap. 8vo, 5 s.
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Proverbs and Their Lessons. Seventh Edition, Enlarged. Fcap. 8vo, 4 s.

Poems. Collected and Arranged anew. Ninth Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

Poems. Library Edition. 2 vols. Small crown 8vo, 10 s.

Sacred Latin Poetry. Chiefly Lyrical, Selected and Arranged for Use. Third Edition,

Corrected and Improved. Fcap. 8vo, 7 s.

A Household Book of English Poetry. Selected and Arranged, with Notes. Fourth Edition,

Revised. Extra fcap. 8vo, 5 s. 6 d.

An Essay on the Life and Genius of Calderon. With Translations from his “Life's a Dream”

and “Great Theatre of the World.” Second Edition, Revised and Improved. Extra fcap. 8vo,

5 s. 6 d.

Gustavus Adolphus in Germany, and other Lectures on the Thirty Years' War. Third

Edition, Enlarged. Fcap. 8vo, 4 s.

Plutarch: his Life, his Lives, and his Morals. Second Edition, Enlarged. Fcap. 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

Remains of the late Mrs. Richard Trench. Being Selections from her Journals, Letters, and

other Papers. New and Cheaper Issue. With Portrait. 8vo, 6 s.

TUKE, Daniel Hack, M.D., F.R.C.P.—Chapters in the History of the Insane in the British

Isles. With Four Illustrations. Large crown 8vo, 12 s.

TWINING, Louisa.—Workhouse Visiting and Management during Twenty-Five Years.

Small crown 8vo, 2 s.

VAUGHAN, H. Halford.—New Readings and Renderings of Shakespeare's Tragedies. 3

vols. Demy 8vo, 12 s. 6 d. each.
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VICARY, J. Fulford.—Saga Time. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

VOGT, Lieut.-Col. Hermann.—The Egyptian War of 1882. A translation. With Map and

Plans. Large crown 8vo, 6 s.

VOLCKXSOM, E. W. v.—Catechism of Elementary Modern Chemistry. Small crown 8vo, 3

s.

WALPOLE, Chas. George.—A Short History of Ireland from the Earliest Times to the

Union with Great Britain. With 5 Maps and Appendices. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 6 s.
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WARD, Wilfrid.—The Wish to Believe. A Discussion Concerning the Temper of Mind in

which a reasonable Man should undertake Religious Inquiry. Small crown 8vo, 5 s.

WARD, William George, Ph.D.—Essays on the Philosophy of Theism. Edited, with an

Introduction, by Wilfrid Ward. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, 21 s.

WARNER, Francis, M.D.—Lectures on the Anatomy of Movement. Crown 8vo, 4 s. 6 d.

WARNER, J. W.—An Old Shropshire Oak. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, 28 s.

WEDMORE, Frederick.—The Masters of Genre Painting. With Sixteen Illustrations. Post

8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

WHITMAN, Sidney.—Conventional Cant: its Results and Remedy. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

WHITNEY, Prof. William Dwight.—Essentials of English Grammar, for the Use of Schools.

Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.
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WHITWORTH, George Clifford.—An Anglo-Indian Dictionary: a Glossary of Indian Terms

used in English, and of such English or other Non-Indian Terms as have obtained special

meanings in India. Demy 8vo, cloth, 12 s.

WILSON, Lieut.-Col. C. T.—The Duke of Berwick, Marshal of France, 1702–1734. Demy

8vo, 15 s.

WILSON, Mrs. R. F.—The Christian Brothers. Their Origin and Work. With a Sketch of the

Life of their Founder, the Ven. Jean Baptiste, de la Salle. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

WOLTMANN, Dr. Alfred, and WOERMANN, Dr. Karl.—History of Painting. With numerous

Illustrations. Medium 8vo. Vol. I. Painting in Antiquity and the Middle Ages. 28 s.; bevelled

boards, gilt leaves, 30 s. Vol. II. The Painting of the Renascence. 42 s.; bevelled boards,

gilt leaves, 45 s.

YOUMANS, Edward L., M.D.—A Class Book of Chemistry, on the Basis of the New

System. With 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

YOUMANS, Eliza A.—First Book of Botany. Designed to Cultivate the Observing Powers

of Children. With 300 Engravings. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

YOUNG, Arthur.—Axial Polarity of Man's Word-Embodied Ideas, and its Teaching. Demy

4to, 15 s.

30

THE INTERNATIONAL SCIENTIFIC SERIES.

I. Forms of Water in Clouds and Rivers, Ice and Glaciers. By J. Tyndall, LL.D., F.R.S. With

25 Illustrations. Ninth Edition. 5 s.



Library of Congress

A fight with distances; the states, the Hawaiian Islands, Canada, British Columbia, Cuba and the Bahamas. http://www.loc.gov/resource/
lhbtn.01390

II. Physics and Politics; or, Thoughts on the Application of the Principles of “Natural

Selection” and “Inheritance” to Political Society. By Walter Bagehot. Eighth Edition. 4 s.

III. Foods. By Edward Smith, M.D., LL.B., F.R.S. With numerous Illustrations. Ninth

Edition. 5 s.

IV. Mind and Body: the Theories and their Relation. By Alexander Bain, LL.D. With Four

Illustrations. Eighth Edition. 4 s.

V. The Study of Sociology. By Herbert Spencer. Thirteenth Edition. 5 s.

VI. On the Conservation of Energy. By Balfour Stewart, M.A., LL.D., F.R.S. With 14

Illustrations. Seventh Edition. 5 s.

VII. Animal Locomotion; or Walking, Swimming, and Flying. By J. B. Pettigrew, M.D.,

F.R.S., etc. With 130 Illustrations. Third Edition. 5 s.

VIII. Responsibility in Mental Disease. By Henry Maudsley, M.D. Fourth Edition. 5 s.

IX. The New Chemistry. By Professor J. P. Cooke. With 31 Illustrations. Ninth Edition. 5 s.

X. The Science of Law. By Professor Sheldon Amos. Sixth Edition. 5 s.

XI. Animal Mechanism: a Treatise on Terrestrial and Aerial Locomotion. By Professor E. J.

Marey. With 117 Illustrations. Third Edition. 5 s.

XII. The Doctrine of Descent and Darwinism. By Professor Oscar Schmidt. With 26

Illustrations. Seventh Edition. 5 s.

XIII. The History of the Conflict between Religion and Science. By J. W. Draper, M.D.,

LL.D. Twentieth Edition. 5 S.
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XIV. Fungi: their Nature, Influences, Uses, etc. By M. C. Cooke, M.D., LL.D. Edited by the

Rev. M. J. Berkeley, M.A., F.L.S. With numerous Illustrations. Third Edition. 5 s.

XV. The Chemical Effects of Light and Photography. By Dr. Hermann Vogel. With 100

Illustrations. Fourth Edition. 5 s.

XVI. The Life and Growth of Language. By Professor William Dwight Whitney. Fifth

Edition. 5 s.

31

XVII. Money and the Mechanism of Exchange. By W Stanley Jevons, M.A., F.R.S. Eighth

Edition. 5 s.

XVIII. The Nature of Light. With a General Account of Physical Optics. By Dr. Eugene

Lommel. With 188 Illustrations and a Table of Spectra in Chromo-lithography. Fourth

Edition. 5 s.

XIX. Animal Parasites and Messmates. By P. J. Van Beneden. With 83 Illustrations. Third

Edition. 5 s.

XX. Fermentation. By Professor Schützenberger. With 28 Illustrations. Fourth Edition. 5 s.

XXI. The Five Senses of Man. By Professor Bernstein. With 91 Illustrations. Fifth Edition. 5

s.

XXII. The Theory of Sound in its Relation to Music. By Professor Pietro Blaserna. With

numerous Illustrations. Third Edition. 5 s.

XXIII. Studies in Spectrum Analysis. By J. Norman Lockyer, F.R.S. With six photographic

Illustrations of Spectra, and numerous engravings on Wood. Fourth Edition. 6 s. 6 d.
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XXIV. A History of the Growth of the Steam Engine. By Professor R. H. Thurston. With

numerous Illustrations. Fourth Edition. 6 s. 6 d.

XXV. Education as a Science. By Alexander Bain, LL.D. Sixth Edition. 5 s.

XXVI. The Human Species. By Professor A. de Quatrefages. Fourth Edition. 5 s.

XXVII. Modern Chromatics. With Applications to Art and Industry. By Ogden N. Rood. With

130 original Illustrations. Second Edition. 5 s.

XXVIII. The Crayfish: an Introduction to the Study of Zoology. By Professor T. H. Huxley.

With 82 Illustrations. Fourth Edition. 5 s.

XXIX. The Brain as an Organ of Mind. By H. Charlton Bastian, M.D. With numerous

Illustrations. Third Edition. 5 s.

XXX. The Atomic Theory. By Prof. Wurtz. Translated by G. Cleminshaw, F. C. S. Fourth

Edition. 5 s.

XXXI. The Natural Conditions of Existence as they affect Animal Life. By Karl Semper.

With 2 Maps and 106 Woodcuts. Third Edition. 5 s.

XXXII. General Physiology of Muscles and Nerves. By Prof. J. Rosenthal. Third Edition.

With Illustrations. 5 s.

XXXIII. Sight: an Exposition of the Principles of Monocular and Binocular Vision. By

Joseph le Conte, LL.D. Second Edition. With 132 Illustrations. 5 s.

32

XXXIV. Illusions: a Psychological Study. By James Sully. Third Edition. 5 s.
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XXXV. Volcanoes. what they are and what they teach. By Professor J. W. Judd, F.R.S.

With 92 Illustrations on Wood. Third Edition. 5 s.

XXXVI. Suicide: an Essay on Comparative Moral Statistics. By Prof. H. Morselli. Second

Edition. With Diagrams. 5 s.

XXXVII. The Brain and its Functions. By J. Luys. With Illustrations. Second Edition. 5 s.

XXXVIII. Myth and Science: an Essay. By Tito Vignoli. Third Edition. 5 s.

XXXIX. The Sun. By Professor Young. With Illustrations. Second Edition. 5 s.

XL. Ants, Bees, and Wasps: a Record of Observations on the Habits of the Social

Hymenoptera. By Sir John Lubbock, Bart., M.P. With 5 Chromo-lithographic Illustrations.

Eighth Edition. 5 s.

XLI. Animal Intelligence. By G. J. Romanes, LL.D., F.R.S. Fourth Edition. 5 s.

XLII. The Concepts and Theories of Modern Physics. By J. B. Stallo. Third Edition. 5 s.

XLIII. Diseases of the Memory; An Essay in the Positive Psychology. By Prof. Th. Ribot.

Third Edition. 5 s.

XLIV. Man before Metals. By N. Joly, with 148 Illustrations. Fourth Edition. 5 s.

XLV. The Science of Politics. By Prof. Sheldon Amos. Third Edition. 5 s.

XLVI. Elementary Meteorology. By Robert H. Scott. Fourth Edition. With Numerous

Illustrations. 5 s.

XLVII. The Organs of Speech and their Application in the Formation of Articulate Sounds.

By Georg Hermann Von Meyer. With 47 Woodcuts. 5 s.
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XLVIII. Fallacies. A View of Logic from the Practical Side. By Alfred Sidgwick. Second

Edition. 5 s.

XLIX. Origin of Cultivated Plants. By Alphonse de Candolle. 5 s.

L. Jelly-Fish, Star-Fish, and Sea-Urchins. Being a Research on Primitive Nervous

Systems. By G. J. Romanes. With Illustrations. 5 s.

LI. The Common Sense of the Exact Sciences. By the late William Kingdon Clifford.

Second Edition. With 100 Figures. 5 s.
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LII. Physical Expression: Its Modes and Principles. By Francis Warner, M.D., F.R.C.P.

Hunterian Professor of Comparative Anatomy and Physiology, R.C.S.E. With 50

Illustrations. 5 s.

LIII. Anthropoid Apes. By Robert Hartmann. With 63 Illustrations. 5 s.

LIV. The Mammalia in their Relation to Primeval Times. By Oscar Schmidt. With 51

Woodcuts. 5 s.

LV. Comparative Literature. By H. Macaulay Posnett, LL.D. 5 s.

LVI. Earthquakes and other Earth Movements. By Prof. John Milne. With 38 Figures.

Second Edition. 5 s.

LVII. Microbes, Ferments, and Moulds. By E. L. Trouessart. With 107 Illustrations. 5 s.

LVIII. Geographical and Geological Distribution of Animals. By Professor A. Heilprin. With

Frontispiece. 5 s.
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LIX. Weather. A Popular Exposition of the Nature of Weather Changes from Day to Day.

By the Hon. Ralph Abercromby. With 96 Illustrations. 5 s.

LX. Animal Magnetism. By Alfred Binet and Charles Féré. 5 s.

LXI. Manual of British Discomycetes, with descriptions of all the Species of Fungi hitherto

found in Britain included in the Family, and Illustrations of the Genera. By William Phillips,

F.L.S. 5 s.

LXII. International Law. With Materials for a Code of International Law. By Professor Leone

Levi. 5 s.

LXIII. The Origin of Floral Structures through Insect Agency. By Prof. G. Henslow.

MILITARY WORKS.

BRACKENBURY, Col. C. B., R.A.—Military Handbooks for Regimental Officers.

I. Military Sketching and Reconnaissance. By Col. F. J. Hutchison and Major H. G.

MacGregor. Fifth Edition. With 15 Plates. Small crown 8vo, 4 s.

II. The Elements of Modern Tactics Practically applied to English Formations. By Lieut.-

Col. Wilkinson Shaw. Sixth Edition. With 25 Plates and Maps. Small crown 8vo, 9 s.

III. Field Artillery. Its Equipment, Organization and Tactics. By Major Sisson C. Pratt, R.A.

With 12 Plates. Third Edition. Small crown 8vo, 6 s. D

34

IV. The Elements of Military Administration. First Part: Permanent System of

Administration. By Major J. W. Buxton. Small crown 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.
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V. Military Law: Its Procedure and Practice. By Major Sisson C. Pratt, R.A. Third Edition.

Small crown 8vo, 4 s. 6 d.

VI. Cavalry in Modern War. By Col. F. Chenevix Trench. Small crown 8vo, 6 s.

VII. Field Works. Their Technical Construction and Tactical Application. By the Editor, Col.

C. B. Brackenbury, R.A. Small crown 8vo.

BRENT, Brig.-Gen. J. L.—Mobilizable Fortifications and their Controlling Influence in War.

Crown 8vo, 5 s.

BROOKE, Major, C. K.—A System of Field Training. Small crown 8vo, cloth limp, 2 s.

Campaign of Fredericksburg, November—December, 1862. A Study for Officers of

Volunteers. With 5 Maps and Plans. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

CLERY, C., Lieut.-Col.—Minor Tactics. With 26 Maps and Plans. Seventh Edition,

Revised. Crown 8vo, 9 s.

COLVILE, Lieut. Col. C. F.—Military Tribunals. Sewed, 2 s. 6 d.

CRAUFURD, Capt. H. J.—Suggestions for the Military Training of a Company of Infantry.

Crown 8vo, 1 s. 6 d.

HAMILTON, Capt. Ian, A.D.C.—The Fighting of the Future. 1 s.

HARRISON, Col. R.—The Officer's Memorandum Book for Peace and War. Fourth

Edition, Revised throughout. Oblong 32mo, red basil, with pencil, 3 s. 6 d.

Notes on Cavalry Tactics, Organisation, etc. By a Cavalry Officer. With Diagrams. Demy

8vo, 12 s.
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PARR, Capt. H. Hallam, C.M.G.—The Dress, Horses, and Equipment of Infantry and Staff

Officers. Crown 8vo, 1 s.

SCHAW, Col. H.—The Defence and Attack of Positions and Localities, Third Edition,

Revised and Corrected. Crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

STONE, Capt. F. Gleadowe, R.A.—Tactical Studies from the Franco-German War of

1870–71. With 22 Lithographic Sketches and Maps. Demy 8vo, 30 s.

WILKINSON, H. Spenser, Capt. 20 th Lancashire R.V.—Citizen Soldiers. Essays towards

the Improvement of the Volunteer Force. Crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.
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POETRY.

ABBAY, R.—The Castle of Knaresborough. A Tale in Verse. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

ADAM OF ST. VICTOR.—The Liturgical Poetry of Adam of St. Victor. From the text of

GAUTIER. With Translations into English in the Original Metres, and Short Explanatory

Notes, by Digby S. Wrangham, M.A. 3 vols. Crown 8vo, printed on hand-made paper,

boards, 21 s.

AITCHISON, James.—The Chronicle of Mites. A Satire. Small crown 8vo. 5 s.

ALEXANDER, William, D.D., Bishop of Derry.—St. Augustine's Holiday, and other Poems.

Crown 8vo, 6 s.

AUCHMUTY, A. C.—Poems of English Heroism: From Brunanburh to Lucknow; from

Athelstan to Albert. Small crown 8vo, 1 s. 6 d.

BARNES, William.—Poems of Rural Life, in the Dorset Dialect. New Edition, complete in

one vol. Crown 8vo, 8 s. 6 d.
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BAYNES, Rev. Canon H. R.—Home Songs for Quiet Hours. Fourth and Cheaper Edition.

Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2 s. 6 d.

BEVINGTON, L. S.—Key Notes. Small crown 8vo, 5 s.

BLUNT, Wilfrid Scaven.—The Wind and the Whirlwind. Demy 8vo, 1 s. 6 d.

The Love Sonnets of Proteus. Fifth Edition, 18mo. Cloth extra, gilt top, 5 s.

BOWEN, H. C., M.A.—Simple English Poems. English Literature for Junior Classes. In

Four Parts. Parts I., II., and III., 6 d. each, and Part IV., 1 s. Complete, 3 s.

BRYANT, W. C.—Poems. Cheap Edition, with Frontispiece. Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

Calderon's Dramas: the Wonder-Working Magician—Life is a Dream—the Purgatory of St.

Patrick. Translated by Denis Florence MacCarthy. Post 8vo, 10 s.

Camoens' Lusiads.—Portuguese Text, with Translation by J. J. Aubertin. Second Edition.

2 vols. Crown 8vo, 12 s.

CAMPBELL, Lewis.—Sophocles. The Seven Plays in English Verse. Crown 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

CERVANTES.—Journey to Parnassus. Spanish Text, with Translation into English

Tercets, Preface, and Illustrative Notes, by James Y. Gibson. Crown 8vo, 12 s.

36

Numantia: a Tragedy. Translated from the Spanish, with Introduction and Notes, by James

Y. Gibson. Crown 8vo, printed on hand-made paper, 5 s.

Chronicles of Christopher Columbus. A Poem in 12 Cantos. By M. D. C. Crown 8vo, 7 s. 6

d.
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Cid Ballads, and other Poems.—Translated from Spanish and German by J. Y. Gibson. 2

vols. Crown 8vo, 12 s.

COXHEAD, Ethel.—Birds and Babies. With 33 Illustrations. Imp. 16mo, gilt, 2 s. 6 d.

Dante's Divina Commedia. Translated in the Terza Rima of Original, by F. K. H. Haselfoot.

Demy 8vo, 16 s.

DE BERANGER.—A Selection from his Songs. In English Verse. By William Toynbee.

Small crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

DENNIS, J.—English Sonnets. Collected and Arranged by. Small crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

DE VERE, Aubrey.—Poetical Works.

I. The Search after Proserpine, etc. 6 s.

II. The Legends of St. Patrick, etc. 6 s.

III. Alexander the Great, etc. 6 s.

The Foray of Queen Meave, and other Legends of Ireland's Heroic Age. Small crown 8vo,

5 s.

Legends of the Saxon Saints. Small crown 8vo, 6 s.

Legends and Records of the Church and the Empire. Small crown 8vo, 6 s.

DILLON, Arthur.—Gods and Men. Fcap. 4to, 7 s. 6 d.

DOBSON, Austin.—Old World Idylls and other Verses. Seventh Edition. Elzevir 8vo, gilt

top, 6 s.
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At the Sign of the Lyre. Fifth Edition. Elzevir 8vo, gilt top, 6 s.

DOWDEN, Edward, LL.D.—Shakspere's Sonnets. With Introduction and Notes. Large post

8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

DUTT, Toru.—A Sheaf Gleaned in French Fields. New Edition. Demy 8vo, 10 s. 6 d.

Ancient Ballads and Legends of Hindustan. With an Introductory Memoir by Edmund

Gosse. Second Edition, 18mo. Cloth extra, gilt top, 5 s.

EDWARDS, Miss Betham.—Poems. Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

ELLIOTT, Ebenezer, The Corn Law Rhymer.—Poems. Edited by his son, the Rev. Edwin

Elliott, of St. John's, Antigua. 2 vols. Crown 8vo, 18 s.
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English Verse. Edited by W. J. Linton and R. H. Stoddard. 5 vols. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5 s.

each.

I. Chaucer to Burns.

II. Translations.

III. Lyrics of the Nineteenth Century.

IV. Dramatic Scenes and Characters.

V. Ballads and Romances.

FOSKETT, Edward.—Poems. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

GOODCHILD, John A.—Somnia Medici. Three series. Small crown 8vo, 5 s. each.
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GOSSE, Edmund.—New Poems. Crown 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

Firdausi in Exile, and other Poems. Second Edition. Elzevir 8vo, gilt top, 6 s.

GURNEY, Rev. Alfred.—The Vision of the Eucharist, and other Poems. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

A Christmas Faggot. Small crown 8vo, 5 s.

HARRISON, Clifford.—In Hours of Leisure. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

HEYWOOD, J. C.—Herodias, a Dramatic Poem. New Edition, Revised. Small crown 8vo,

5 s.

Antonius. A Dramatic Poem. New Edition, Revised. Small crown 8vo, 5 s.

Salome. A Dramatic Poem, Small crown 8vo, 5 s.

HICKEY, E. H.—A Sculptor, and other Poems. Small crown 8vo, 5 s.

HOLE, W. G.—Procris, and other Poems. Fcap. 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

KEATS, John.—Poetical Works. Edited by W. T. Arnold. Large crown 8vo, choicely printed

on hand-made paper, with Portrait in eau-forte. Parchment or cloth, 12 s.; vellum, 15 s.

KING, Edward. A Venetian Lover. Small 4to, 6 s.

KING, Mrs. Hamilton.—The Disciples. Ninth Edition, and Notes. Small crown 8vo, 5 s.

A Book of Dreams. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

LAFFAN, Mrs. R. S. De Courcy.—A Song of Jubilee, and other Poems. With Frontispiece.

Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.



Library of Congress

A fight with distances; the states, the Hawaiian Islands, Canada, British Columbia, Cuba and the Bahamas. http://www.loc.gov/resource/
lhbtn.01390

LANG, A.—XXXII. Ballades in Blue China. Elzevir 8vo, 5 s.

Rhymes à la Mode. With Frontispiece by E. A. Abbey. Second Edition. Elzevir 8vo, cloth

extra, gilt top, 5 s.

LANGFORD, J. A., LL.D.—On Sea and Shore. Small crown 8vo, 5 s.
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LASCELLES, John.—Golden Fetters, and other Poems. Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

LAWSON, Right Hon. Mr. Justice.—Hymni Usitati Latine Redditi: with other Verses. Small

8vo, parchment, 5 s.

Living English Poets MDCCCLXXXII. With Frontispiece by Walter Crane. Second Edition.

Large crown 8vo. Printed on hand-made paper. Parchment or cloth, 12 s.; vellum, 15 s.

LOCKER, F.—London Lyrics. Tenth Edition. With Portrait, Elzevir 8vo. Cloth extra, gilt top,

5 s.

Love in Idleness. A Volume of Poems. With an Etching by W. B. Scott. Small crown 8vo, 5

s.

LUMSDEN, Lieut.-Col. H. W.—Beowulf: an Old English Poem. Translated into Modern

Rhymes. Second and Revised Edition. Small crown 8vo, 5 s.

LYSAGHT, Sidney Royse.—A Modern Ideal. A Dramatic Poem. Small crown 8vo, 5 s.

MAGNUSSON, Eirikr, M.A., and PALMER, E. H., M.A.—Johan Ludvig Runeberg's Lyrical

Songs, Idylls, and Epigrams. Fcap. 8vo, 5 s.

MEREDITH, Owen [ The Earl of Lytton].—Lucile. New Edition. With 32 Illustrations. 16mo,

3 s. 6 d. Cloth extra, gilt edges, 4 s. 6 d.
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MORRIS, Lewis.—Poetical Works of. New and Cheaper Editions, with Portrait. Complete

in 3 vols., 5 s. each.

Vol. I. contains “Songs of Two Worlds.” Twelfth Edition.

Vol. II. contains “The Epic of Hades.” Twenty-first Edition.

Vol. III. contains “Gwen” and “The Ode of Life.” Seventh Edition.

Vol. IV. contains “Songs Unsung” and “Gycia.” Fifth Edition.

Songs of Britain. Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 5 s.

The Epic of Hades. With 16 Autotype Illustrations, after the Drawings of the late George R.

Chapman. 4to cloth extra, gilt leaves, 21 s.

The Epic of Hades. Presentation Edition. 4to, cloth extra, gilt leaves, 10 s. 6 d.

The Lewis Morris Birthday Book. Edited by S. S. Copeman, with Frontispiece after a

Design by the late George R. Chapman. 32mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2 s.; cloth limp, 1 s.

6 d.

MORSHEAD, E. D. A.—The House of Atreus. Being the Agamemnon, Libation-Bearers,

and Furies of Æschylus. Translated into English Verse. Crown 8vo, 7 s.

The Suppliant Maidens of Æschylus. Crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

39

MOZLEY, F. Rickards.—The Romance of Dennell. A Poem in Five Cantos. Crown 8vo, 7

s. 6 d.

MULHOLLAND, Rosa.—Vagrant Verses. Small crown 8vo, 5 s.
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NADEN, Constance C. W.—A Modern Apostle, and other Poems. Small crown 8vo, 5 s.

NOEL, The Hon. Roden.—A Little Child's Monument. Third Edition. Small crown 8vo, 3 s.

6 d.

The House of Ravensburg. New Edition. Small crown 8vo, 6 s.

The Red Flag, and other Poems. New Edition. Small crown 8vo, 6 s.

Songs of the Heights and Deeps. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

O'BRIEN, Charlotte Grace.—Lyrics. Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

O'HAGAN, Fohn.—The Song of Roland, Translated into English Verse. New and Cheaper

Edition. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

PFEIFFER, Emily.—The Rhyme of the Lady of the Rock, and How it Grew. Second

Edition. Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

Gerard's Monument, and other Poems. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

Under the Aspens: Lyrical and Dramatic. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

PIATT, F. F.—T, and Lyrics of the Ohio Valley. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

PREVOST, Francis.—Melilot. 3 s. 6 d.

Fires of Green Wood. Small crown 8vo,3 s.6 d.

Rare Poems of the 16th and 17th Centuries. Edited by W. J. Linton. Crown 8vo, 5 s.

RHOADES, Fames.—The Georgios of Virgil. Translated into English Verse. Small crown

8vo, 5 s.
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Poems. Small crown 8vo, 4 s. 6 d.

Dux Redux. A Forest Tangle. Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

ROBINSON, A. Mary F.—A Handful of Honeysuckle. Fcap. 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

The Crowned Hippolytus. Translated from Euripides. With New Poems. Small crown 8vo,

5 s.

SCHILLER, Friedrich.—Wallenstein. A Drama. Done in English Verse, by J. A. W. Hunter,

M.A. Crown 8vo, 7 s. 6 d.

SCHWARTZ, F. M. W.—Nivalis. A Tragedy in Five Acts. Small crown 8vo, 5 s.

40

SCOTT, E. J. L.—The Eclogues of Virgil.—Translated into English Verse. Small crown

8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

SHERBROOKE, Viscount.—Poems of a Life. Second Edition. Small crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

SINCLAIR, Fulian.—Nakiketas, and other Poems. Small crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

SMITH, F. W. Gilbart.—The Loves of Vandyck. A Tale of Genoa. Small crown 8vo, 2 s. 6

d.

The Log o' the “Norseman,” Small crown 8vo, 5 s.

Serbelloni. Small crown 8vo, 5 s.

Sophocles: The Seven Plays in English Verse. Translated by Lewis Campbell. Crown 8vo,

5 s.

STEWART, Phillips.—Poems. Small crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.
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SYMONDS, Fohn Addington.—Vagabunduli Libellus. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

Tasso's Jerusalem Delivered. Translated by Sir John Kingston James, Bart. Two Volumes.

Printed on hand-made paper, parchment, bevelled boards. Large crown 8vo, 21 s.

TAYLOR, Sir H.—Works. Complete in Five Volumes; Crown 8vo, 30 s.

Philip Van Artevelde, Fcap. 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

The Virgin Widow, etc. Fcap. 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

The Statesman, Fcap. 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

TODHUNTER, Dr. J.—Laurella, and other Poems. Crown 8vo, 6 s. 6 d.

Forest Songs. Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

The True Tragedy of Rienzi: a Drama. 3 s. 6 d.

Alcestis: a Dramatic Poem. Extra fcap. 8vo, 5 s.

Helena in Troas. Small crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

TOMKIN'S, Zitella E.—Sister Lucetta, and other Poems. Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

TYNAN, Katherine.—Louise de la Valliere, and other Poems. Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

Shamrocks. Small crown 8vo, 5 s.

Unspoken Thoughts. Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

Victorian Hymns: English Sacred Songs of Fifty Years. Dedicated to the Queen. Large

post 8vo, 10 s. 6 d.
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WEBSTER, Augusta.—In a Day. a Drama. Small crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

Disguises: a Drama. Small crown 8vo, 5 s.

WILLIAMS, Fames.—A Lawyer's Leisure. Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

41

WOOD, Edmund.—Poems. Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

Wordsworth Birthday Book, The. Edited by Adelaide and Violet Wordsworth. 32mo, limp

cloth, 1 s. 6 d.; cloth extra, 2 s.

YOUNGS, Ella Sharpe.—and other Poems. Small crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

A Heart's Life, Sarpedon, and other Poems. Small crown 8vo, 5 s. 6 d.

The Apotheosis of Antinous, and other Poems. With Portrait. Small crown 8vo, 10 s. 6 d.

NOVELS AND TALES.

“All But:” a Chronicle of Laxenford Life. By Pen Oliver, F.R.C.S. With 20 Illustrations.

Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

BANKS, Mrs. G. L.—God's Providence House. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 3 s. 6 d.

CHICHELE, Mary.—Doing and Undoing. A Story. Crown 8vo, 4 s. 6 d.

Danish Parsonage. By an Angler. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

GRAY, Maxwell.—The Silence of Dean Maitland. Fifth Edition. With Frontispiece. Crown

8vo, 6 s.
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HUNTER, Hay.—The Crime of Christmas Day. A Tale of the latin Quarter. By the Author of

“My Ducats and my Daughter.” 1 s.

HUNTER, Hay, and WHYTE, Walter.—My Ducats and My Daughter. New and Cheaper

Edition. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

INGELOW, Jean.—Off the Skelligs: a Novel. With Frontispiece. Second Edition. Crown

8vo, 6 s.

JENKINS, Edward.—A Secret of Two Lives. Crown 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

KIELLAND, Alexander L.—Garman and Worse. A Norwegian Novel. Authorized

Translation, by W. W. Kettlewell. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

LANG, Andrew.—In the Wrong Paradise, and other Stories. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 6

s.

MACDONALD, G.—Donal Grant. A Novel Second Edition. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo,

6 s.

Home Again. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

Castle Warlock. A Novel. Second Edition. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

42

Malcolm. With Portrait of the Author engraved on Steel. Eighth Edition. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

The Marquis of Lossie. Seventh Edition. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

St. George and St. Michael. Fifth Edition. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

What's Mine's Mine. Second Edition. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6 s.
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Annals of a Quiet Neighbourhood. Sixth Edition. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

The Seaboard Parish: a Sequel to “Annals of a Quiet Neighbourhood.” Fourth Edition. With

Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

Wilfred Cumbermede. An Autobiographical Story. Fourth Edition. With Frontispiece. Crown

8vo, 6 s.

Thomas Wingfold, Curate. Fourth Edition. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

Paul Faber, Surgeon. Fourth Edition. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

MALET, Lucas.—Colonel Enderby's Wife. A Novel. New and Cheaper Edition. With

Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

MULHOLLAND, Rosa.—Marcella Grace. An Irish Novel. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

PALGRAVE, W. Gifford.—Hermann Agha: an Eastern Narrative Third Edition. Crown 8vo,

6 s.

SHAW, Flora L.—Castle Blair: a Story of Youthful Days. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown

8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

STRETTON, Hesba.—Through a Needle's Eye. a Story. New and Cheaper Edition, with

Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

TAYLOR, Col. Meadows, C.S.I., M.R.I.A.—Seeta: a Novel. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo,

6 s.

Tippoo Sultaun: a Tale of the Mysore War. With Frontispiece Crown 8vo, 6 s.

Ralph Darnell. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6 s.
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A Noble Queen. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

The Confessions of a Thug. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

Tara: a Mahratta Tale. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

Within Sound of the Sea. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6 s.

43

BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG.

Brave Men's Footsteps. A Book of Example and Anecdote for Young People. By the Editor

of “Men who have Risen.” With 4 Illustrations by C. Doyle. Ninth Edition. Crown 8vo, 3 s. 6

d.

COXHEALD, Ethel.—Birds and Babies. With 33 Illustrations. Second Edition. Imp. 16mo,

cloth gilt, 2 s. 6 d.

DAVIES, G. Christopher.—Rambles and Adventures of our School Field Club. With 4

Illustrations. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

EDMONDS, Herbert.—Well Spent Lives: a Series of Modern Biographies. New and

Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

EVANS, Mark.—The Story of our Father's Love, told to Children. Sixth and Cheaper

Edition of Theology for Children. With 4 Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo, 1 s. 6 d.

MAC KENNA, S. J.—Plucky Fellows. A Book for Boys. With 6 Illustrations. Fifth Edition.

Crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

MALET, Lucas.—Little Peter. A Christmas Morality for Children of any Age. With

numerous Illustrations. 5 s.
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REANEY, Mrs. G. S.—Waking and Working; or, From Girlhood to Womanhood. New and

Cheaper Edition. With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 d.

Blessing and Blessed: a Sketch of Girl Life. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 3 s. 6

d.

Rose Gurney's Discovery. A Story for Girls. Dedicated to their Mothers. Crown 8vo, 3 s. 6

d.

English Girls: Their Place and Power. With Preface by the Rev. R. W. Dale. Fifth Edition.

Fcap. 8vo, 2 s. 6 d.

Just Anyone, and other Stories. Three Illustrations. Royal 16mo, 1 s. 6 d.

Sunbeam Willie, and other Stories. Three Illustrations. Royal 16mo, 1 s. 6 d.

Sunshine Jenny, and other Stories. Three Illustrations. Royal 16mo, 1 s. 6 d.

STORR, Francis, and TURNER, Hawes.—Canterbury Chimes; or, Chaucer Tales re-told

to Children. With 6 Illustrations from the Ellesmere Manuscript. Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 3

s. 6 d.

STRETTON, Hesba.—David Lloyd's Last Will. With 4 Illustrations. New Edition. Royal

16mo, 2 s. 6 d.

WHITAKER, Florence.—Christy's Inheritance. A London Story. Illustrated. Royal 16mo, 1

s. 6 d.

PRINTED BY WILLIAM CLOWES AND SONS, LIMITED, LONDON AND BECCLES.

MESSRS. KEGAN PAUL, TRENCH & CO.'S EDITIONS OF SHAKSPERE'S WORKS.
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THE PARCHMENT LIBRARY EDITION.

THE AVON EDITION.

The Text of these Editions is mainly that of Delius. Wherever a variant reading is adopted,

some good and recognized Shaksperian Critic has been followed. In no case is a new

rendering of the text proposed; nor has it been thought necessary to distract the reader's

attention by notes or comments.

I, PATERNOSTER SQUARE. [P. T. O.

SHAKSPERE'S WORKS. THE AVON EDITION.

Printed on thin opaque paper, and forming 12 handy volumes, cloth, 18 s. , or bound in 6

volumes, 15 s.

The set of 12 volumes may also be had in a cloth box, price 21 s. , or bound in Roan,

Persian, Crushed Persian Levant, Calf, or Morocco, and enclosed in an attractive leather

box at prices from 31 s. 6 d. upwards.

SOME PRESS NOTICES.

“This edition will be useful to those who want a good text, well and clearly printed, in

convenient little volumes that will slip easily into an overcoat pocket or a travelling-bag.”—

St. James's Gazette.

“We know no prettier edition of Shakspere for the price.”— Academy.

“It is refreshing to meet with an edition of Shakspere of convenient size and low price,

without either notes or introductions of any sort to distract the attention of the reader.”—

Saturday Review.
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“It is exquisite. Each volume is handy, is beautifully printed, and in every way lends itself to

the taste of the cultivated student of Shakspere.”— Scotsman.

London: Keagan Paul, Trench & Co., I, Paternoster Square,

THE PARCHMENT LIBRARY EDITION.

In 12 volumes Elzevir 8vo., choicely printed on hand-made paper, and bound in parchment

or cloth, price £3 12 s. , or in vellum, price £4 10 s.

The set of 12 volumes may also be had in a strong cloth box, price £3 17 s. , or with an

oak hanging shelf, £3 18 s.

SOME PRESS NOTICES.

“ There is, perhaps, no edition in which the works of Shakspere can be read in such luxury

of type and quiet distinction of form as this, and we warmly recommend it.”— Pall Mall

Gazette.

“For elegance of form and beauty of typograhy, no edition of Shakspere hitherto published

has excelled the ‘Parchment Library Edition.’ They are in the strictest sense pocket

volumes, yet the type is bold, and, being on fine white hand-made paper, can hardly

tax the weakest of sight. The print is judiciously confined to the text, notes being more

appropriate to library editions. The whole will be comprised in the cream-coloured

parchment which gives the name to the series.”— Daily News.

“The Parchment Library Edition of Shakspere need as no further praise.”—Saturday

Review.

Just published. Price 5 s.

AN INDEX TO THE WORKS OF SHAKSPERE.
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Applicable to all editions of Shakspere, and giving reference, by topics, to notable

passages and significant expressions; brief histories of the plays; geographical names and

historic incidents; mention of all characters and sketches of important ones; together with

explanations of allusions and obscure and obsolete words and phrases.

By EVANGELINE M. O'CONNOR.

London: Kegan Paul, Trench & Co., I, Paternoster Square.

SPECIMEN OF TYPE.

4 THE MERCHANT OF VENICE Act I

Salar. My wind, cooling my broth, Would blow me to an ague, when I thought What harm

a wind too great might do at sea. I should not see the sandy hour-glass run But I should

think of shallows and of flats, And see my wealthy Andrew, dock'd in sand, Vailing her

high-top lower than her ribs To kiss her burial. Should I go to church And see the holy

edifice of stone, And not bethink me straight of dangerous rocks, Which touching but my

gentle vessel's side, Would scatter all her spices on the stream, Enrobe the roaring waters

with my silks, And, in a word, but even now worth this, And now worth nothing? Shall I

have the thought To think on this, and shall I lack the thought That such a thing bechanc'd

would make me sad? But tell not me: I know Antonio Is sad to think upon his merchandise.

Ant. Believe me, no: I thank my fortune for it, My ventures are not in one bottom trusted,

Nor to one place; nor is my whole estate Upon the fortune of this present year: Therefore

my merchandise makes me not sad.

Salar. Why, then you are in love.

Ant. Fie, fie!
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Salar. Not in love neither? Then let us say you are sad, Because you are not merry; and

'twere as easy For you to laugh, and leap, and say you are merry, Because you are not

sad. Now, by two-headed Janus, Nature hath fram'd strange fellows in her time: Some that

will evermore peep through their eyes And laugh like parrots at a bag-piper; And other of

such vinegar aspect.

London: Kegan Paul, Trench & Co., I, Paternoster Square.
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